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THE 
RAPE or Tur LOCK. 
AN 
| HEROI-COMICAL OEM. 
yy Written in the Year 1712. 
ToMns. ARABELLA FERMOR, 
MADAM, 4 | 

7 ſome regard for 
| this piece, fince I dedicate it to you. Yet you may 
| hear me witneſs, it was intended only to divert a few 
enough tolaugh, not only at their ſex's little unguarded 
ſollies, but at their own. But as it was communicated 
with the air of a ſecret, it ſoon found its way into the 
world. An imperfe& copy having been oſſered io a book- 
keller, you had the good-nature, for my ſake, to conſent 
_ *0 the publication of one more corrett. This I was for- 
ced to, before I had executed half my deſign ; for the 
machinery was entirely wanting to complete it. 


C93 
The machinery, Madam, is a term invented by the 
critics, to ſignify that part which the deities, angels, or 
d:emons are made to act in a poem. For the ancient poet: 


are in ons reſpett like many modern ladies: let an action 
be ever (o trivial in ſell, they always make it appear 


ol che utmoſt inportance. Theſe machines I determined 
to raiſe on a verv new and odd foundation, the Roſi- 
eruſian doctrine of f pirits. 


. I know how diſagreeable it is io make uſe of hard words 
before a lady 4 but it is ſo much the concern of a poet to 


| have his works underſtood, and particularly by your ſex, 


that you muſt give me leave to explain two or three dif 


The Roſicruſians are a people I muſt bring you ac- 
quainted with. The beſt account I know of them is in 
a French book cailed Le Compte de Gabalis, which both 


n its title and fize is ſo like a novel, than many of the 


Fair Sex have read it for one by miſlake. According to 


theſe, 
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perſon, or in your mind, yet I could never hope it ſhou!d 


128 1 
theſe gentlemen, the four elements are inhabited by ſpi- 
3 rits, which they call Shy, Cnomes, Nymphs and Sa- 
lamanders. The Gnomes or Demons of earth delight in 
miſchief ; but the Sy{þhs, whoſe habitation is in the air, 
are the beſt conditioned creatures imaginable ; for, they 


fay, any mortals may enjoy the moll intimate familiarities 


with theſe gentle ſpirits, upon a condition very eaſy to 
all true adepts, an inviolate preſervation to chaſlity, 


As to the following cantos, ail the paſſages of them are 
as fabulous, as the viſion at the beginning, or the trans= 


ZE formation at the end; except the loſs of your hair, which 


I always m-ntion with reverence. The human perſons 
are as fiftitious as the airy ones; and the character of Be- 
linda, as it is now managed, reſembles you in nothing 


but in beauty. 


If chis poem had as many graces as there are in your 


A2 pafs 
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paß through the world half ſo uncenſured as you have 


IF 3 But let its fortune be what it will, mine is happy 


enough, to have given me this ecealien of aliving you, 
that L am, 222 — 


MADAM, 


Your moſt obedient, humble fervant, - 


A. POPE, 


THY 
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By ALEXANDER POPE, Es g. 


Nolueram, Belinda, tnes violare capillos ; | 
| Sed juvat hoc precibus me tribuiſſe tuis. MARTIAL. 
CANTO I. 
HAT dire cifence from am rous cauſes flags, 
What mighty conteſts riſe from trivial things 
I fing. This verſe to Ca xv, Mule ! is due: 
This even Belinda may vouchſafe to view : 
Slight is the ſubject, but not ſo the praiſe, 


If ſhe inſpire, and he approve my lays. 


Say what ſtrange motive, goddeſs ! conld : compe el 

A vell- bred Lord t' aſſault a gentle belle ? 

O ſay what ranger cauſe, yet unexplor'd, 

Could make a gentle belle reject a Lord? 

In taſks ſo bold can little men engage, 

And in ſoft boſoms dwells fuch mighty rage ? * 
Sol thro' white curtains ſhot a tim'rous ray, 

And op'd thoſe eyes that muſt eclipſe the day: 


| : Now lap-dogs give themſelves the rouſing ſhake, 


And ſleepleſs lovers juſt at twelve awake : 


Thrice rung the beil, the flipper knock'd the ground, 


And the preſs d watch return d a filver found. 
Belinda {till her downy pillow preſt, 


, . 
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Tas he had ſummon · d to her filent bed 
The morning - dream that hover d q er her head, 
A youth more glitt'ring than a birth night beau, 
(That ev'n in flumber caus d her cheek to glow), 
Seem'd to her ear his winning lips to lay, 
And thus in whiſpers ſaid, or ſeem'd to ſay. 
Faireſt of mortals, thou diſtinguiſh d care 
Of thouſand bright inhabitants of air ! 
If e'gr one viſion touch'd thy infant thought, 
Of all the nurſe and all the prieſt have taught ; 
Or virgins viſited by angel-pow'rs, 
Wich golden crowns and wreaths. of heav'nly flow'rs ; 
Hear and believe! thy own importance know, 
Nor bound thy narrow views to things below. 
Some ſecret truths, from learned pride conceal'd, 
To maids alone and children are reveal d: a 
What though no credit doubting wits may give ? 
The fair and innocent ſhall fill believe, 
Know then, unnumber'd ſpirits round thee fy, 
The light militia of the lower fly: 
Theſe, though unſeen, are ever on the wing, 
| Hang o'er the box, and hover round the ring. 
Think what an equipage theu haſt in air, 

And view with ſcorn two pages and a chair. 
As new your own, our beings were of old, 
And once incl os d inwoman's beauteous mold ; 


Thence 


-nNce 
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Tuhence, by a ſofi tranſition, we repair 


From earthly vehicles to theſe of air. | 
Think not when woman's tranſient breath is fled, 
That all her vanitics at once are dead: 


| Succeeding vanitics the ſtill regards, 


And tho' ſhe plays no more, o'erlooks the cards. 


Her joy in gilded chariots, when alive, 


And love of ombre, after death ſurvive. 
For when the fair in all their pride expire, 
To their firſt elements their fouls retire : 

The ſprites of fiery termagants in flame 
Mount up, and take a Salamander's name. 
Soft yielding minds to water glide away, 


And ſip, with Nymphs, their elemental tea. 


The graver prude fiaks downward toa Gnome, 


In ſearch of miſchief ſtill on earth to roam, 


The light coquettes in Sylphs aloft repai r, 


And ſport and flutter in the fields of air. 


Know farther yet; whoever fair and chaſte 


| Rejefts mankind, is by ſome Sylph embrac'd ; 


For ſpirits, freed from mortal laws, with eaſe 
Aſſume what ſexes and what ſhapes they pleaſe. 
What guards the purity of melting maids, 

In courtly balls, and midnight maſquerades, 

Safe from the treach'rous friend, the daring ſpark, 
The glance by day, the whiſper in the dark, 
When kind occaſion prompts their warm defires, 
When muſic ſoſtens, and when dancing fires ? 


'Tis 
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"Tis but the Sylphs, the wiſe celeltials know, 
Tho' honor is the word with men below. 
Some nymphs there are, too conſcious of tlieir face, 
For life predeſtin d to the Gnomes embrace: 
| Theſe ſwell their profpetts and exalt their pride, 
When offers are difdain'd, and love deny d: 
Then gay ideas crowd the vacant brain, 
While Peers, and Dukes, and all their ſweeping train, 
And garters, Rars, and coronets appear, 
And, in foft founds, Your Grace ſalutes their ear. 
Tis theſe that ear ly taint the female foul. 
Inftru& the eyes of young coquettes to roll, 
Teach infant cheeks a bidden blufi to know, | 
Aud little hearts to flutter at a beau. | 

Oft when the world imagine women ſtray, 
The Sylphs thro* myſtic mazes guide their way, 
Thro' all the giddy circle they purſue, 
And old impertinence expel by new. 
What tender maid but muſt a victim fall 
To one man's treat, but to another's ball ? = 
When Florio ſpeaks, what virgin could withſtand, 
If gentle Damon did not ſqueeze her hand ? 
With varying vanities, from ev'ry part, 


Where wigs with wigs, with ſword-knots fond dams 


Beaux baniſh beaux, and coaches coaches drive. — 
This erring mortals levity may call, | 
Oh blind to truth „ 

or 
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Of theſe am I, who thy protection claim, 
A watchful ſprite, and Ariel is my name. 
* Late, as I rang'd the cryſtal wilds of air, 


In the clear mirror of thy tuling flar 


| I faw, alas ! ſome dread event unpend, 


Ere to the main this morning-ſun deſcend : 


But Heav'n reveals not what, or how, or where : 
Warn'd by the Sylph, oh pious maid, beware! 


This to diſcloſe is all thy guardian can : 


Beware of all, but moſt beware of man! 


He faid ; when Shock, who thought the flept too long. 


| Leap'd up, and wak'd his miſtreſs with his tongue. 


'Twas then, Belinda, if report ſay true, 


Thy eyes firſt open'd on a billet-doux ; 


we, 


ae + ron rarer 
And now, unveil'd, the toilet ſtands diſplay'd, 


Each filver vaſe in myſlic order laid. 
| Firſt, rob'd in white, the nymph intent adores, 
Wich head uncover d, the coſmetic pow'rs. 


A heav'nly image in the glaſs appears, 


To that ſhe bends, to that her eyes ſhe rears; 


THY inferior prieſteſs, at her altar's fide, 
Trembling, begins the ſacred rites of pride. 
Unnumber'd treaſures ope at once, and here 
The various off rings of the world appear; 


From each ſhe nicely culls with curious toil, 
| And decks the goddeſs with the glitt'ring ſpoil. 


5 

This caſket India's glowing gems unlocks, 

And all Arabia breathes from yonder box. 

The tortoiſe here and elephant unite, 

Trans form d to combs, the ſpeckled and the white. 

Here files of pins extend their ſhining rows, 

Puffs, powders, patches, bibles, billet-doux. 

Now awful beauty puts on all its arms; 

The fair each moment riſes in her charms, 

Repairs her ſmiles, awakens ev'ry grace, 

And calls forth all the wonders of her face ; 

Sees by degrees a pure, bluſh ariſe, 

And keener liqht'nings quicken in her eyes. 

The buſy Sylphs ſurround their darling care; 

| Theſe ſet the head, and thoſe divide their hair; 

Some fold the ſleeve, whilſt others plait the gown; 
And Betty's prais'd for labours not her own. 

CANTO II. 

| 33 with more glories in th* ethereal plain, 

. 4 The ſun firſt riſes oer the purpled main, 

Than, iſſuing forth, the rival of his beams 

Launch'd on the boſom of the ſilver Thames, 


Fair nymphs, and well-dreſs d youtlis, around her ſhone. | 


But ev'ry eye was fix'd on her alone. 

On her white breaſt a ſparkling croſs ſhe wore, 
Which Jews might ki%, and infidels adore. 
Her lively looks a ſprighily mind diſcloſe, 
Quick as her eyes, and as unkix'd as thoſe : 
Favours to none, io all the ſmiles extends 

Oft ſhe rejects, but never once offends, 


Brighe 
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| Bright as the ſun, her eyes the gazers flrike, | 


And, like the fun, they ſhine on all alike. 


| Yet graceful eaſe, and ſweetneſs void of pride. 


Might hide her faults, if belles had faults to hide : 
If to her ſhare ſome female errors fall, 


| Lock cn her free, and you'll froger *em all. 


This nymph, to the deſtruction of mankind, 


In equal curls, and well conſpir'd to deck 
With ſhining ringlets the ſmooth iv'ry neck. 


love in theſe labyrinths his flaves detains, 


And mighty hearts are held in flender chains. 


Wich hairy ſpringes we the birds betray, 


29 
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| 


Fair treſſes man's imperial race enſnare, | 
And beauty draws us with a ſingle hair. 

Th' advent'rous Baron the bright locks admir d; 
He ſaw, he wiſh'd, and to the prize afpir'd, 
Reſolv'd to win, he meditates the way, 

By force to raviſh, or by fraud betray ; 
For when ſucceſs a lover's toil attends, 


Few aſk, if fraud or force attain'd his ends, 


For this, ere Phæbus roſe, he had implor'd 
Propitious Heav'n, and ev'ry pow'r ador'd ; 
But chiefly Love, to Love an altar built, 

Of twelve vaſt French romances, neatly gilt, 
There lay three garters, half a pair of gloves ; 


And all the trophies of his former loves: 


With | 
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With tender billet- doux he lights the pyre, 
And breathes three am'rous ſighs to raiſe the fire, 
Then proſtrate falls. and begs with ardent eyes 
Soon to obtain and long poſſeſs the prize. ö 
The pow'rs gave ear, and granted half his pray'r 3 el 
The reft the winds difper'd in empty air... 
The fun-becats maniling «n the racing tides: 
While melting muſic ſteals upon the ſky. TT 
And ſoften'd ſounds, along the waters die: ; | 
Smooth flow the waves, the zephyrs gently play, | 
Belinda fmiF'd, and all the world was gay. | 
TN . 
N eee 
Soft o'er the ſhrouds aereal whiſpers breathe, 
| That ſeem'd but zephyrs tothe train beneath. 
Some to the ſun their inſect wings unfold. _ 
Waft on the breeze, or fink in clouds of gold: 
Their fluid bodies half diffoly'd in light. 
Looſe to the wind their airy garments flew, 
Thin glut'ring textures of the filmy dew, 
Dipt in the richeſt tinfture of the ſkies, 


Where light diſports in ever-mingling dyes ; 
While ev'ry beam new tranſient colours flings, | 
Colours that change whene'er they wave their wings. 
Amid 
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Amid the circle on the gilded mall, 


| Superior by the head was Ariel plac'd ; 
His purple pinions op' ning to tac fun, 


He rais'd his azure wand, and thus begun. 

Ye Sylphs and Sylphids, to your chief give ca: ; 
Fays, Fairies, Genii, Elves, and Demons, hear! 
Ye know the ſpheres and various taſks aſſhgn'd 
By law 3 eternal to th' aereal kind. 

Some in the ficlds of pureſt ether play, 

And baſk and whiten in the blaze of day. 

Some guide the courſe of wand'ring orbs on hig i. 
Or roll the planets thro” the boundlefs ſky. 
Some, lefs refin'd, beneath the moon's pale light 
Purſuc the ſtars that thoot athwart the niglit; 


Or luck the miſts in groffer air below, 


Or dip their pinions in the painted bow, 
Or brew acrce tempeſts on the wintry main, 

Or o'er the glebe diſlil the kindly rain. 

Others on carth o'er human race preiide, 
Watch all their ways, and all their atuons guide: 
Of theſe the cluef the care of nations own, 

And guard with arms divine the Britiſh throne, 

Our humbler province is to tend the Fair, 

Not a leſs pleaſing, though leſs glorious care: 
To fave the powder from too rude a gale, 

Nor lei thiimpriſoned eff-nccs exhale; 

Fo draw freojh colours from the vernal flow'rs; 
To ſteal from rainbow „ Cre they drop in ſhow'rs, 
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A brighter waſh ; to curl their waving hairs, 

Aﬀelt their bluſhes, and inſpire their airs ; 

Nay, oft in dreams invention we beſtow, 
To change a flounce, or add a furbelow. 

This day black omens threat the brighteſt fair 

That e er deſerv'd a watchfal ſpirit's care ; 
Some dire difaſter, or by force or ſleight; 
But what, or where, the fates have wrapt in night, 
Whether the nymph ſhall break Diana's law, 
Or ſome frail china jar receive a flaw ; 
Or ſtain her honour, or her new brocade : 
Forget her pray rs, or miſs a maſquerade ; 
Or loſe her heart, or necklace, at a ball ; 
Or whether Heav'n has doom'd that Shock muſt fali. 
Haſte then, ye ſpirits ! to your charge repair : 
The flutt'ring fan be Zepyretta's care; 
The drops to thee, Brillante, we conſign; 
And, Momentilla, let the watch be thine ; 
Do thou, Criſpiſſa, tend her fav'rite lock; 
Ariel himſelf ſhall be the guard of Shock. 
Io fifiy choſen Sylphs, of fpecial note, 

We truſt th” important charge, the petticoat ; 
Oft have we known that ſevenfold fence to fail, 

Tho” ſtiff with hoops, and arm'd with ribs of whale ; 
Form a ſtrong line about the ſilver bound, | 

And guard the wide circumference around. 

Whatever ſpirit, careleſs of his charge, 
His poſt neglefts, or leaves the fair at large, 


A 


Shall 
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| Shall feel ſharp vengeanee ſoon o'ertake his ſans, 


|| The giddy motion of the whirling mill, 
In fumes of burning chocolate ſhall glow, 
And tremble at the fea that frothes below ! 


|| Be llopp'd in viols, or transfix'd with pins; 
Or plung'd in lakes of bitter wathes lie, 

| Or wedg'd whole ages in a bodkin's eye; 
| Gums and pomatums fhall his flight reftrain, 


While clogg'd he beats his filken wings in vain ; 


Or alum ſtyptics with contrafing power 
| Shrink his thin eſlence like a ſhrivel'd flower: 


Or, as Ixion fix'd, the wretch to feel 


He ſpoke ; the ſpirits from the fails deſcend ; 


| Some, orb in orb, around the nymph extend; 
Some thrid the mazy ringlets of her har; 


Some hang upon the pendents of her ear; 


With beating hearts the dire event they wait, 


Anxious, and trembling for the birth of Fate. 


Lee. 


CANTO III. 


Crosr by thoſe meads for ever crown'd with kon rs, 


Where Thames with pride ſurveys his riſing tow' 85 


| There ſtands a ſtructure of majeſtic frame, 


Which from the neighb'ring Hampton takes its name. 
Here Britain's flateſmen oft the fall foredoom 

Of foreign tyrants, and of nymphs at home ; 

Here thou, great Axxa ! whom three realms obey, 
Dolt ſometimes counſel take, and ſometimes tea. 


= Mo | Hither 
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klicher the heroes and the nymphs reſort, 
Co talle a while the pleaſures of a court; 
In various talk th' 1nftrutive hours they paſt, 
Who gave the ball, or paid the viſit laſt; 


Dune ſpeaks the glory of the Britiſh Queen, 


And one dc{crives a charming Indian fcreen ; 

A third interprets motions, looks, and eyes; 
At ev'ry word a reputation dies. 
nuff, or the fan, ſupply each pauſe of chat, 
Wuh finging, laughing, ogling, and all that. 

Mean while, declining from the noon of day, 

The fun obliquely ſhoots his burning ray; 

The hungry judges ſoon the ſentence ſign, 

And wretches hang that jurymen may dine; 

The merchant from th' Exchange returns in peace, 
And che long labours of the toilette ceaſe. 

Belinda now, whom thirll of fame invites, 

Burns to encounter two advent'rous knights, 

At ombre fingly to decide their doom; 

And ſwells her breaſt with conqueſts yet to come, 
Straight the three bands prepare in arms to join, 
Each band the number of the ſacred Nine. 

Soon as ſhe ſpreads her hand, the aerial guard 
Deſcend, and fit on each important card: G 
Firſt Ariel perch'd upon a Matadore, 

Then each according to the rank he bor: ; | 
For Sylphs, yet mindful of their ancient race, 
Are, as when women, wond rous fond of place. 2 


W 47 


ee ee 


„„ 

Behold, four kings in majeſty rever d, 
With hoary whiſkers and a forky beard ; 
Ard four fair queens whoſe hand ſuſtain a flow'r, 
Th' expreſſive emblem of their ſofter power; 
Four knaves in garbs ſuceinct, a truſty band: 
Caps on their heads, and halberts in their hand ; 
And party - colour d troops, a ſhining train, 
Draw forth to combat on the velvet plain. 

The ſkil ful nymph reviews her force with care: 
Let Spades be trumps ! ſhe ſald, and trumps they were, 

N »w move to war her fable Matadores. | 
In ſhow like leaders of the fwarthy Moors. 
Spadillio firſt, unconquerable Lord! 
Led off two captive trumps, and ſwept the board, 
As many more Manillio forc'd to yield, 
And march'd a victor from the verdant field, 
Him Baſto follow'd ; but, his fate more hard, 
Gain'd but one trump and one plebeian card. 
Wich his broad ſabre next, a chief in years, 


The hoary majeſly of Spades appears, 


Puts forth one manly leg, to ſight reveal'd, 

The reſt his many-colour'd coat conceal d. 

The rebel-knave, who dares his prince engage. 
Proves the juſt victim of his royal rage. 
Evin mighty Pam, that kings and queens o'erthres, 


And mow'd down armies in the fights of Loo, 


Sad chance of war! now de llitute of aid, 


Tala * by che victor Spade 
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Thus far both armies to Belinda yield ; 
Now to the Baron Fate iuclines the fiald. 
His warlike Amazon her hoſt invades, 
Th' imperial conſort of the crown of Spades. 
The Clubs“ black tycant firſt her vicitm dy d, 
*Spite of his haughty m:en, and bard'rous pride: 
What boots the regal circle on his head, 
IIis giant limbs in ſtate unwieldy ſpread ; 
That long behind he trails his pompous robe, | 
And, of all monarchs, only graſps the globe ? 
The Baron now his Diamonds pours apace ; 
Th' embroider'd king, who ſhews but half his face, 
And his refulgent queen, with pow'rs combin d, 
Of broken troops an eaſy conqueſt find. 
Clubs, Diamonds, Hearts, in will diſorder ſeen, 
With throngs promiſcuous flirow the level green. 
Thus when difpers'd a routed army runs, 
Of Afia's troops, and Afric's ſable ſons, 
With like confuſion diff” rent nations fly, 
Of various habit, and of various dye, 
The pierc'd battalions diſunited fall, 
In h-aps on haps : one fate o'erwhelms them all. 
The Knave of Diamonds tries his wily arts, 


And wins (oh ſhameful chance !) the Queen of IIearts. 


At this the blood the virgin's cheek forſook, 
A livid paleneſs fpreads o'er all her look; 
She ſees and trembles at th” approaching ill, 
Juſi in the jaws of ruin, and Cod' lie, 
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And now (as oft in ſome diſtemp-r'd fate): 
On one nice trick depends the gen rab fate: 
An Ace of Hearts ſteps forth: the King unſeen 
Lurk'd in her hand, and mourn'd.his capt ve — 
lle ſprings to vengeance with an eager pace, 
And falls like thunder on the proſtrate Ace. 
Tube nymph, exulting, fills wish ſhouts the Key ; 
The walls, the woods, and long canals, reply. 

O, thoughtleſs mortals ! ever blind to fate, 
Too ſoon dejetted, and too ſoon elate. 


'  Sudlen theſe honours ſhall be ſnatch'd away, 


And curs'd for ever this victorious day. 
For lo! the board with cups and ſpoons is crown'd, 
| The berries crackle, and the mil turns round; 
On ſhining altars of Japan they raiſe 
I be ſilver lamp; the fiery ſpirits blaze: 
From ſilver ſpouts the grateful quors gi . 
- While China's earth receives the ſmoaking tide: 
At once they gratify their ſcent and taſte, 
And frequent cups prolong the rich repaſt. 
Straight hover round the fair her aity band; 


Some, as ſhe ſipp d, the fuming liquor fann'd ; 


Some o'er her lap their careful plumes diſplay'd, 
Trembling and conſcious of the rich brocade. 
Coffee (which makes the politician wiſe, 

Ard fee thro' all things with his half-ſhut eyes) 

Sent up in vapours to the Baron's brain | 

New ftratazems, the radiant Lock to gain, . 


[ ©] 
Ab ant, raſh youth !  defiſt e'er tis too late, 
Fear the juſt gods, and think of Scyila's fate ! 
Chang'd to a bird, and fent to flit in air, 
She dearly pays for Niſus“ injur'd hair! 
But when to miſchief mortals bend their will, 
How ſoon they find fit inftruments of ill? 
| Juſt then Clariſſa drew with tempung grace 
A two-edg'd weapon from her ſhining caſe : 
So ladies in romance aſſiſt their knight, 
Preſent the ſpear, and arm him for the fight. 
He takes the gift with rev rence, and extends 
The little engine on his finger's ends; 
This juſt behind Belinda's neck he ſpread, 
As Oer the fragrant ſteams ſhe bends her head, 
Swift to the Lock a thouſand ſprites repair, | 
A thouſand wings, by turns, blow back the hair; 
And thrice they twitch'd the diamond in her ear; 
Thrice ſhe look'd back, and thrice the foe drew near. 
Juſt in that inſtant, anxious Ariel ſought 
The cloſe receſſes of the virgin's thought; 
As on the noſegay in her breaſt reclin'd, 
He watch'd th' ideas rifing in her mind, 
Sudden he view d, in ſpite of all her art, 
Amaz'd, confus'd, he found his power expir'd;, 
Refign'd to fate, and with a ſigh retir'd. 
The Peer now ſpreads the gher nag forſex vide, 
I' incloſe the lock; now joins it, to divide. 


Ev'n 
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n 


»» 


* See the Plate. 
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| Fr'n then before the fatal eng ne clos d, 


A wretched Sylph too fondly interpos d; 


Fate urg'd the ſheers, and cut the Sylpi in twain, 


(But airy ſubſtance ſoon unites again), 


| The meeting points the ſacred hair diſſever 


From the fair head for ever and for cver. 
. 


Then flzih'd the living l ghtuing from her eyes, 


And ſcreams of horror rend th'a! rigled Kies. 


f 


| 


Not louder ſlirieks to pity:ng keav'n are caſt, 
When huſbands, or when lap-dogs breathe their laſt ; 
Or when rich China veſſels, fall'n from high, 


In gliu'ring dull and painted fragments lie! 


. 
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Let wreaths of triumph now my temples twine, 


(The victor cry d) the glorious prize is mine! 


While fiſh in flreams, or birds delight in air, 
; Or in a coach and fix the Britiſh fair, 
As long as Atalantis ſhall be read, 


Or che ſmall p llo grace a lady's * 


While vifits ſhall be paid on ſolemn days, 


When num' rous wax - lights in bright order blaze, 
While nymphs take treats, or aſſignations give, 


So long my honour, name, and praiſe ſhall live! 


What Time would ſpare, from Steel receives its date, 


And monumehts, like men, ſubmit to fate! 
; Steel could the labours of the gods deſtroy, 


And ſtrike to duſt thi imperial tow'rs of Troy; 


| Steel could the works of mortal pride confound, 
And hæw triumphal arches to the ground. 


What 
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What wonder then, fair nymph ! thy hairs ſhould feel 


The conqu'ring force of unreſified ftecl ? 


CANTO IV. 


UT anxious cares the penſive nymph EY 

And ſecret paſſions labour'd in her breaſt. 
Not youthful kings 1 in battle ſlain alive, | 
Not ſcornful virgins who their charms ſurvive, 
Not ardent lovers robb'd of all their bliſs, 
Not ancient ladies when refus'd a kifs, 
Not tyrants fierce that unrepenting die, 
Not Cynthia when her manteau's pinn'd awry, 
E er felt ſuch rage, reſentment, and deſpair, 
As thou, fad virgin! for thy raviſh'd hair. 


For, that fad moment, when the Sylphs withdrew, 


And Ariel weeping from Belinda flew, 
Umbriel, a duſky, melancholy ſprite, 

As ever ſully'd the fair face of light, 

Down to the central earth, his proper ſcene, 
Repair'd to ſearch the gloomy cave of Spleen. 
| Swift on his ſooty pinions flits the Gnome, 
And in a vapour reach'd the diſmal dome. 

No cheerſul breeze this ſullen region knows, 
The dreaded Eaſt is all the wind that blows. 
Here in a grotto, ſhelter d cloſe from air, 
And ſcreen'd in ſhades from day's detefted glare, 
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She fighs for ever on her penſive bed, 


Pain at her fide, and Megrim at her head. 


ARR 


r 


Two handmaids wait the throne; alike in place, 


| But diff ring far in figure and in face. 


Here flood IIl- nature like an ancient maid, 
Her wrinkled form in black and white array d; 
With ſtore of pray rs, for mornings, nights, and noons, 
Her hand is fill'd ; her boſom with lampoons. 
There AﬀeRation, with a ſickly mien, 


| Shows in her cheek the roſes of eighteen, 


Praftis'd to liſp, and hang the head aſide, 

Faints into airs, and languiſhes with pride, 

On the rich quilt finks with becoming wo, 

Wrapt in a gown, for ſickneſs, and for ſhow, 

The fair ones feel ſuch maladies as theſe, 

When each new night-dreſs gives a new diſeaſe, 
A conſtant vapour o'er the palace flies ; 


Strange phantoms riſing as the miſts ariſe ; 


Or bright, as viſions of expiring maids. 
a Nov glaring fiends, and ſnakes on rolling ſpires, 


Dreadful, as hermits' dreams in haunted ſhades, 


Pale ſpectres, gaping tombs, and purple fires : 

Now lakes of liquid gold, Elyfian ſcenes, 

And cryſtaldomes, and angels in machines. 
Unnumber'd throngs on ev'ry fide are ſeen, 

Of bodies chang'd to various forms by Spleen. 


; Here living tea-pots ſtand, one arm held out, 
One bent; the handle this, and that the ſpout : 


A piphon 
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A pipkin there, kke Homer's tripod, walks: 

Here ſighs a jar, and there a gooſe-pye talks; 

Men prove with child, as powerful Fancy works: 

And maids, turn'd bottles, call aloud for corks. 

Safe paſs'd the Gnome thro' this fantaſtic band, 

A branch of healing ſpleenwort in his hand. 

Then thus addrefs'd the pow'r, Hail wayward Queen? 1 

V ho rule the ſex to fifty from fifteen; 

Parent of vapours and of female wit, 

Who give th'hyſteric or poetic fit, 

On various tempers att by various ways, 

Make ſome take phyſic, others ſcribble plays: 

Who cauſe the proud their viſits to delay, 

And ſend the godly in a pet to pray. 

A nymph there is, that all thy pow'r diſdains, 

And thouſands more in equal mirth maintains. 

But oh! ife'er thy Gnome could ſpoil a grace, 
Or raiſe a pimple on a beauteous face, 

Like citron-waters matrons cheeks inflame, 

| Or change complexions at a loſing game > 

If e'er with airy horns I planted heads, 

Or rumpled petticoats, or tumbled beds, 

Or caus'd ſufpicion when no ſoul was rude, 

Ordiſcompos'd the head-drefs of a prude, 

Or cer to coltive lap-dog gave diſcaſe, 

Which not tha tears of brighteſt eyes could eaſe - 

Hear me, and touch Belinda with chagrin; 


That ſingle act gives half the world the [pleen, 


The 
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The goddeſs, with a diſcontented air, 


I Seems to rejett him, tho? the grants his pray t. 


en! 


The 


A wond'rous bag with both her hands ſhe binds, 

| Like that where once Ulyſſes held the winds ; 
| There ſhe colleQts the force of female lungs, 
Sighs, ſobs, and paſſions, and the war of tongues. 


A vial next ſhe fills with fainting fears, _ 
The Gnome rejoicing bears her gifts away, 


| Spreads his black wings, and flowly mounts to day. 


Sunk in Thaleſtris' arms the nymph he found, 


Full o'er their heads the ſwelling bag he rent, 
And all the furies iſſu'd at the vent. 3 8 


Belinda hurns with more than mortal ire, 


And fierce Thaleſtris fans the riſing fire. Pd a 
O wretched maid ! ſhe ſpreads her hands, and cry d. | | 
(While Ilampton's echoes, IWretchec! maid ! roply d 
Was it for this you took ſuch conſlant care 

The bodkin, comb, and eſſence to prepare? 

For this your lecks m paper-durance bound; 

For this with tort'ring irons wreath'd around? 

For this with fillets ftrain'd your tender head, 

And bravely bore the double loads of lead ? 

Gods ! ſhall the raviſher diſplay your hair, 

While the fops envy, and the ladies flare ! 


Honour forbid ! at whoſe unrival'd ſhrine 


Eaſe, pleaſure, virtue, all our ſex reſign. 
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Methinl already I your tears ſurvey, 
Already hear the horrid things they ſay. 
Already fee you a degraded toall, 
And all your in a whiſper loſt ! 
How ihall I, then, your helpleſs fame defend? 


*Twill then be infamy to ſeem your friend! 


And ſhall this prize, th' ineſtimable prize, 
Expos'd thro' cryſtal to the gazing eyes, 
And heighten'd by the diamond't circling rays, 
On that rapacious hand for ever blaze! 
Sooner ſhall graſs in Hyde-park circus grow, 
And wits take lodgings in the found of Bow; 
Sooner let earth, air, fea, to chaos fall, 
Men, monkeys, lap-dogs, parrots, periſh all! 
She ſaid ; then raging to Sir Plume repairs, 


And b:ds her beau demand the precious hairs : | 


(Sir Plume of amber ſnuff-box juſtly vain, 
And the nice conduct of a clouded cane): 
With earneſt eyes, and round unthinking face, 
He firſt the fnuff-box open'd, then the caſe, 


And thus broke out, My Lord, why, what the devil? 
* Zounds ! damn the Lock! *fore Gad, you muſt be civil! | 


Plague on't! 't:s paſt a jeſt, nay prithee, pox ! 
Give her the hair.” He ſpoke, and rapp'd his box. 


It grieves me much, {reply'd the Peer again), 
Who ſpeaks fo well ſhould ever ſpeak in vain, 
But by this Lock, this ſacred lock I ſwear, 
(Which never more ſhall join its parted hair; 


Which 
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Which never more its honours ſliall renew, 
Cupp'd from the lovely head where late it grew), 
| That while my noſtrils draw the vital air, 
This hand, which won it, ſhall for ever wear. | 
He ſpoke, and, ſpeaking, in proud triumph ſpread 
The long-contended honours of her head. | 
But Umbriel, hateful Gnome! forbears not fo ; 
| He breaks the vial whence the ſorrows flow. 
Then ſee ! the nymph in beauteous grief appears, 
Her eyes half- lauguiſhing, half drown'd in tears; 
On her heav'd boſom hung ner drooping head, 
| Which with a ſigh ſhe rais'd ; ard thus the faid : 
For ever curs'd be this deteſted day, 
Which ſnatch'd my belt, my fav'rite carl away! 
Happy ! ah ten times happy had I been, 
If Hampton-court theſe eyes had never ſeen ! 
| Yet am not I the firſt nuſtaken maid, 
By love of courts to num'rous ills betray d. 
Oh had I rather, unadmir'd, remain'd 
In ſome lone iſle, or diſtant northern land; 
Where the gilt chariot never marks the way. 
Where none learn Ombre, none e'er ta{te bohea ! 
There kept my charms conceal'd from mortal eye, 
Like roſes that in deſerts b!com and die. 
What mov'd my mind with youthful lords to roam * 
O had I ſtay d, and faid my pray'rs at home ! 
"Twas thus the morning-omens ſeem'd to tell; 
Thrice from my trembling band the patch-box fell: 
| C 2 | Il 
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The tott'ring China ſhook without a wind, 
Nay Poll fat mute, and Shock was moſt unkind ! 
A Sylph too warn'd me of the threats of fate. 
In myſtic viſions, now believ'd too late! 
See the poor remnants of theſe flighted hairs! 
My hands ſhall rend what ev'n thy rapine ſpares : 
Theſe in two fable ringlets taught to break, 
Once gave new beauties to the fnowy neck; 
The Siſter-Lock now fits uncouth, alone, 
And in its fellow's fate forſces its on; 
Uncurl'd it hangs, the fatal ſheers demands, 
And tempts, once more, thy ſacrilegious hands, 
Oh, hadſt thou, cruel ! been content to ſeize 
Hairs lefs in fight, or any hairs but theſe ! 


- << 


CANTO V. 

SHE ſaid : the pitying audience melt in tears. 
But Fate and Jove had ftopp'd the Baron's cars, 
In vain Thaleſtris with reproach affails, 
For who can move when fair Belinda fails? 

Not half ſo fix'd the Trojan could remain, 

While Anna begg'd, and Dido rag'd in vain. 
Then grave Clariſſa graceful wav'd her fan; 

Silence enſu'd, and thus the nymph began. 

Say, why are beauties prais'd and honour'd moſt, 
The wiſe man's paſſion, and che vain man's toaſt ? 


Why 
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Why deck'd with all that land and ſea afford ? 
Why angels call'd, and angel like ador'd ? 
Why round our coaches crowd the white-glot'd beaus ? 
Why bows the fide-box from its inmoſt rows P 
How vain are all theſe glories, all our pains, 
Unleſs good ſenſe preſerve what beauty gains! 
That men may ſay, when we the front- box grace, 
Behold the firſt in virtue as in face! 
Oh! if to dance all night, and dreſs all day, 
Charm'd the ſmall-pox, or chas'd old age away ; | 
Who would not ſcorn what houſewife's cares produce, 
Or who would learn one earthly thing of uſe ? 
To patch, nay ogle, might become a faint, 

Nor could it ſure be*fuch a fin to paint. = 


I But fine, alas! frail beauty muſt decay, 
1 Curl'd or rl'd, ſince locks muſt turn to grev ; 


Since, painted or not painted, all ſhall fade, 
And ſhe who ſcorns a man muſt die a maid ; 
What then remains but well our pow'r to uſe, 
And keep good humour ſtill, whate'er we loſe ' 
And truſt me, dear! good-humour can prevail, 
When airs, and flights, and ſcreams, and ſcolding fail. 
| Beauties in vain their pretty eyes may roll; 
Charms ſtrike the fight, but merit wins the ſoul. 

So ſpoke the dame, but no applauſe enfu'd ; 
Belinda frown'd, Thaleſtris call'd her prude. 
' To arms, to arms! the fierce virago cries, 

And ſwift as lightning to the combat flies, | 
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All fide in parties, and begin th” attack; 
Fans clap, filks ruſtle, and tough whalebones crack: 
Heroes” and heroines” ſhouts confus'dly rife, 
And baſs and treble voices ſtrike the ſkies. 
No common weapons in their hands are found, 
Like gods they fight, nor dread a mortal wound. 
So when bold Homer makes the gods engage, 
And heav'nly breaſls with human paſſions rage; 
Gainſt Pallas, Mars; Latona, Hermes arms; 
And all Olympus rings with loud alarms : 
Jove's thunder roars, heav'n trembles all around, 
Blue Neptune florms, the bellowing deeps veſound : 
Earth ſhakes her nodding tow'rs, the ground gives way, 
And the pale ghoſts fart at the flaſh of day! . 

Triumphant Umbriel on a ſconce's height 
| Clapp'd his glad wings, and fat to view the fight : | 
Propp'd on their bodkin-ſpears, the ſprites ſurvey 
The growing combat, or aſſiſt the fray. 

While thro' the preſs enrag'd Thaleftris flies, 
And ſcatters death around from both her eyes, 
A beau and witling periſh'd in the throng, 
One dy'd in metaphor, and one in ſong. 
« Ocruel nymph ! a living death I bear, 
Cry'd Dapperwit, and ſunk beſide his chair. 
A mournful glance Sir Fopling upwards caſt. 
. © Thoſe eyes are made fo killing* was his laſt, 
Thus on Mæander's flow'ry margin lies 
Th expiring ſan, and as he ſings he dies. 

| When 


Yo | 


The Gnomes direct, to ev'ry atom juſt, 
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When bold Sir Plume had drawn Clariſſa down, 
Chloe ſtepp'd in, and kill'd him with a frown ; 
She ſmil'd to ſee the doughty hero flain, 

But, at her ſmile, the beau reviv'd again. 

Now Jove ſuſpends his golden ſcales in air, 
Weighs the men's wits againſt the lady's hair; 
The doubtful beam long nods from fide to fide ; 
At length the wits mount up, the hairs ſubſide. 
With more than uſual lightning in her eyes 
Nor fear'd the chief th* unequal fight to try, 


Who ſought no more than on his foe to die, 


But this bold Lord with manly firength endu'd, 
She with one finger and a thumb ſubdu d: 
Juſt where the breath of life his noſtrils drew, 
A charge of ſnuff the wily virgin threw ; 


The pungent grains of titulating duſt. 
Sudden, with ſtarting tears each eye o'erflows, 
And the high dome re-echoes to his noſe. 
No meet thy fate, incens'd Belinda cry'd, 
And drew a deadly bodkin from her fide : 
(The ſame, his ancient perſonage to deck, 
Her great great- grandſire wore about his neck, 
In three ſeal- rings: which after, melted down, 
Form'd a vaſt buckle for his widow's gown ; 
Her infant-grandame's whiſtle next it grew, 
The bells the jingled, and the whillle blew ; 
SN | Then, 


Then in a bodkin BP N hairs, 
Which long ſhe wore, and now Belinda wears). 
Boaſt not my fall, (he cry d), inſulting foe ! 
Thou by ſome other ſhalt be laid as low. 
Nor think to die dejects my lofty mind: 
All that I dread is leaving you behind ! 
| Rather than fo, ah let me ſtill ſurvive, 
And burn in Cupid's flames, but burn alive, 
Reſtore the lock ! ſhe cries ; and all around, 
Reſtore the lock ! the vaulted roofs rebound. 
Not fierce Othello in ſo loud a ſtrain 
| Roar'd for the handkerchief that caus'd his — 
But ſee how oft ambitious aims are croſt, 
And chiefs contend till all the prize is loſt ! 
| The lock, obtain'd with guilt, and kept with pain, 
In ev'ry place is fought, but ſought in vain : 
Wich ſuch a prize no mortal mult be bleſt, 
So Heav'n decrees! with Heav'n who can conteſt ? 
Some thought it mounted to the lunar ſphere, 
Since all things loſt on earth are treaſur'd there. 
There heroes? wits are kept in pond'rous vaſes, 
And beaus' in ſnuff-boxes and tweezer-caſes. | 
And lovers hearts with ends of riband bound, 
The courtier's promiſes, and ſick man's pray 's, 
The ſmiles of harlots, and the tears of heirs, 


Cages for gnats, and chains to yoke a flea, 
Dry'd butterflies, and tomes of caſuiſtry. 


But 
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But truſt the Muſe, ſhe faw it upward riſe, 


| Though mark'd by none but quick po-tic eyes: 


(So Rome's great founder to tne heav'ns withdrew, 


Jo Proculus alone confeſs'd in view). 


| A ſudden far, is ſhot through liquid air, 


And drew behind aradiant tra:l of hair. 
Not Benerice's locks firſt roſe fo bright, 


i The heav'ns beſpangling with diſhevell d light. 


The Sylphs behold it kindling as it flies, 


A | And, pleas'd, purſue its progreſs thro' the ſkies. 


This the beau-monde ſhall from the Mall ſurvey, | 


J And hail with muſic its propitious rav, 


This the bleſs'd lover ſhall for Venus take, 


And ſend up vows from Roſamanda's lake. 


This Partridge ſoon ſhail view in cloudleſs ſkies, 


| When next he looks through Gal:l:zo's eyes; 


And hence th” egregious wizard ſhall foredoom 
The fate of Louis, and the fall of Rome. | 

Then ceaſe, bright nymph ! to mourn thy raviſh'd 
Which adds new glory to the ſhining ſphere ! (hair, 
Not all the trefles that fair head can boaſl, 
Shall draw ſuch envy as the lock you loſt. 
For after all the murders of your eye, 
When, after millions ſlain, yourſelf ſhall die; 
When thoſe fair ſuns ſhall ſet, as ſet they muſt, 
And all thoſe treſſes ſhall be laid in duit, 
This lock the Muſe ſhall conſecrate to fame, 
And 'midſt the ftars infcribe Belinda's name. 
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Ixscr1BzD To Mx. Porz. 1719*, 


By JOHN GAY. 


© === Securi praelia ruri: 
© Pandimus,” NEMESIANs 
CANTO I. 


OU, who the ſweets of rural life have known, 

1 Deſpiſe th ungratefiil hurry of the town; 
In Windſor groves your eaſy hours employ, 
And, undiſturb'd, yourſelf and Muſe enjoy, 
| Thames liſlens to thy flrains, and filent flows, 

And no rude wind through ruſtling oſiers blows ; 

While all his wond'ring nymphs around thee throng. 

To hear the Syrens warble in thy ſong. 

But I, who ne'er was bleſt by Forune's hand, 
Nor brighten'd ploughſhares in paternal land, 
Long in the noiſy town have been immur'd, 

'Refpir'd its ſmoke, and all its cares endur'd ; 

Where news and politics divide mankind, 

And ſchemes of ſtate involve th' uneaſy mind; 
Faction embroils the world; and ev'ry tongue 
Is mov'd by flatt'ry, or with ſcandal hung: | 

; . Friendſhip 


* This Poem received many material correftions from 
the Author after it was firſt publiſhed, 
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Friendſhip, for fylvan ſhades, the palace flies, 
Where all muſt yield to intꝰreſt's dearer ties; 


Fach rival Machiavel with envy burns, 


| And honeſty forſakes them all by turns: 


While calumny upon each party's thrown ; 


Which both promote, and both alike difown. 


Loa a 


Fatigued at laſt, a calm retreat I choſe. 
And ſooth'd my harafs'd mind with fweet repoſe. 


Where fields, and ſhades, and the refreſhing clime, 


Inſpire the ſylvan ſong, and prompt my rhyme. 


My Muſe ſhall rove through flow'ry meads and plains, 


And deck with rural ſports her native ſtrains ; 
Frequented by the Mantuan fwain and you. | 
Tis not that rural ſports alone invite. 


| But all the grateful country breathes delight ; 


In the revolving labours of the year. 


up 


And me ads lay waſte before his ſweeping hand; 


And ſtrings the ſinews of th' induſtrious ſwain. 
Soon as the morning lark falutes the day, 
Through dewy fields I take iy frequent way, 
Where I behold the farmer's early care 


When the freſh Spring in all her ſtate is crown'd, 
And high luxuriant gras o erſpreads the ground, 
The labourer with bending ſcythe is ſeen, 

Of all her native pride diſrobes the land, 


While 


1 * * 
While with the mounting ſun the meadow glows, 
The fading herbage round he loofcly throws : 
But, if ſome fign portend a laſting ſhow'r, 
Th' experienc'd ſwain forefees the coming hour: 
His fun-burnt hands the ſcart'ring fork forfake, 
And ruddy damfels ply the ſaving rake ; 
In riſing hills the fragrant harveſt grows, 
And ſpreads along the held in equal rows. 

Now when the height of heaven bright Phoebus gains, 
And in the middle path-way baſks the ſnake ; 
Hide me, ye foreſts, in your cloſeſt bow rs, 
Where the tall oak his ſpreading arms entwines, 
And with the beech a mutual ſhade combines; 
Where flows the murm' ring brook, inviting dreams 
| Where bordering hazel overhangs the ſtreams, 
Whoſe rolling current, winding round and round, 
With frequent falls makes all the wood reſound; 
Upon the molly couch my limbs I caſt, 

And e'en at noon the ſweets of ev'ning taſte. 
| Here I peruſe the Mantuan's Georgic ftrains, 
And learn the labours of Italian ſwains ; 
In ev'ry page I ſee new landſcape riſe, 
And all Heſperia opens to my eyes, 
I wander o'er the various rural toil, | 
And know the nature of each diff rent foi] : 
5 This 


This 


8 = 
This waring field is gilded o'er with corn, 


That ſpreading trees with blaſhing fruit adorn : 


Here [I ſurvey the purple vintage grow, 
Climb round the poles, and rife in graceful row : 
Now I behold the ſteed curvet and bound, 
And paw with reſtleſs hoof the ſmoking ground: 


The dewlapp'd bull now chafes along the plain, 


While burning love ferments in ev'ry vein ; 
His well-arm'd front againſt his rival aims, 
And by the dint of war his miſtreſs claims: 

The careful inſects midſt his works I view, 
Now from the flow'rs exhauſt the fragrant dew ; 
With golden treaſures load his little thighs, 


Some againſt hoſlile drones the hive defend; 
Others with ſweets the waxen cells diſtend: 


Each in the toil his deſtin'd office bears, 


And in the litile bulk a mighty ſoul appears. 


Or when the ploughman leaves the taſk of day, 


And trudging homeward whiſtles on the way ; 
When the big- udder'd cows with patience ſtand, 
Waiting the ſtrokings of the damſel's hand; 
No warbling cheers the woods; the feather'd choir, 
To court kind llumbere, to the ſprays retire; 


| When no rude gale diſlurbs the ſleeping trees, 
Nor aſpen leaves confeſs the gentleft breeze; 


Engag'd in thought, to Neptune's bounds I ſtray, 


Io take my farewel of the * day; 3 
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Far in the deep the fun his glory hid es, 

A ſlreak of gold the fea and ſky divides: 

The purple clouds their amber linings ſhew, 

And edg'd with flame rol!s ex'ry wave below: 

Here penſive I bebold the fading light, 

And o'er the diſtant billow loſe my fight. 
Now night in ſilent ſtate begins to riſe, 

And twinkling orbs beſtrew th' uncloudy ſkies ; 

Ler borrow d luſtre glowing Cynthia lends, 

And on the main a glittering path extends ; 

Millions of worlds hang in the ſpacious hair, 


Which round their ſuns their annual circles ſteer ; $ 


Sweet contemplation elevates my ſenſe, 

While I ſurvey the works of Providence. 

O could the Muſe in loftier ſtrains rehearſe 

The glorious Author of the univerſe, 

Who reins the winds, gives the vaſt ocean bounds, 

And circumſcribes the floating worlds their rounds : 

My foul ſhould overflow in ſongs of praiſe, 

And my Creator's name inſpire my lays! 
As in ſucceſſive courſe the ſeaſon roll, 

So circling pleaſures recreate the ſoul. 

When genial ſpring a living warmth beſtows, 

And o' ei the year a verdant mantle throws, 

No ſwel.ing inundation hides the grounds, 

Bu cryſlal currents glide within their bounds 3 

The finoay brood their wonted haunts forſake. 

Float in the fun, and ſkim along the lake: 
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With frequent leap they range their {hallow lire am- <, 
Their filver coats reilect the dazzling beains. © 


Now let the fiſherman his toils prepare, 


And arm himfelf with every wat'ry fnare ; 


His houks, his lines, peruſe with careful exe; 
Increaſe his tackle, and his rod re-tie. | 
When floating cloud: their fyungy flzeces drain, 


Troubling the fireams vith ſwift deſcending rain; 


And waters, tumbling down tlie mountain's lide, 


Bear the looſe ſoll into the ſwelling tide ; 


Then, ſoon as vernal giles begin to riſe, 


And drive the liquid burthen thro” the ſkies, 
The fiſher to the neighib' ring current ſpeeds, 


| Whoſe rapid ſurface purls unknown to weeds : 


Upon a riſing border of the brook 

He fits him 3 and ties the treach rous Beek z 
Now expedctation cheers his cager thought, 

His boſom glows with treaſures yet uncaught ; 
Before his eyes a banquet ſeems to ſtand, 


| Whereev'ry gueſt applauds his ſkillful hand. 


Far up the ſtream the twiſted hairs he throws, 


Which down the murm'ring current gently flows ; 
| When, if or chance or hunger's pow'rful ſway 


Dire&s the roving trout this fatal way, 


He greedily ſucks in the twining bait, 


And tugs and nibbles the fallacious meat: 


Now, happy fiſherman, now twitch the line! 


How thy rod'bends! behold the prize is thine ! 
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Caſt on the bank, he dics with gaſping pains, 
And trickling blood his ſilver mail diſtains. 
You muſt not ev'ry worm promiſcuous uſe ; 

Judgment will teil the proper bait to chooſe : 
The worm that draws a long immoderate fize 
The trout abhors, and the rank morſe] flies; 
And, if too ſmall, the naked ſrauds in fight, 
And fear forbids, while hunger does invite. 
Thoſe baits will beſt reward the fiſher's pains, 
Whoſe poliſh d tails a ſhining yellow ſtains; 
Cleanſe them from filth, to give a tempting gloſs, 
| Cheriſh the ſullied reptile race with moſs; 
Amid the verdant bed they iwine, they toll, 
And from their bodies wipe their native ſoil. 
But when the ſun diſplays his glorious beams, 
And ſhallow rivers flow with filver ftreams, 
Then the deceit the ſcaly breed ſurvey, 
P aſk in the ſun, and look into the day: 
You now a more dcluſive art muſt try, 
And tempt their hunger with the curious fly. 
| To frame the little animal, provide 
All the gay hues that wait on female pride: 
Let nature guide thee ; ſometimes golden wire 
The ſhining bellies of the fly require; 
The peacocks plumes thy tackle muſt rot fail, 
Nor the dear purchaſe of the ſable's tail. 
Lach gaudy bird ſome ſlender tribute bringe, | 
And lends the growing iuſect proper wings: 4 
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Silks of all colours muſt their aid impart, 
And ev'ry fur promote the fiſher's art. 
So the gay lady with expenſive care, 
Borrows the pride of land, of fea, and air ; 
Furs, pearls, and plumes, the glit'ring thing diſplays, 
Dazzles our eyes, and eaſy hearts betrays. 
Mark well the various feaſons of the year, 
How the ſucceeding inſect race appear; 
In this revolving moon one colour reigns. 
Which in the next the fickle trout diſdains. 
Oft have I ſeon a ſkilful angler try 
The various colours of the treach'rous fly : 
When he with fruitleſs pain has ſkimm'd the brook, 
And the coy fiſh rejefts the ſkipping hook, 
He ſhakes the bows that on the margin grow, 
Which o'er the ſtream a waving foreſt throw : - 
When if an inſect fall (his certain guide) 
He gently takes him from the whirling tide ; 
Examines well his form with curious eyes, 
His gaudy veſt, his wings, his horns, and fize; 
Then round his hook the choſen fur he winds, 
Aud on the back a ſpeckled feather binds. ; 
So juſt the colours ſhine through ev ry part, 
That Nature ſeems again to live in Art. 
Let not thy wary flep advance too near, 
| While all thy hope hangs by a ſingle hair; 
+ The new-form'd infeft on the water moves, 
| r The 


Tr: 
The ſpeckled trout the cur: os ſnare approves 5 
Upon the curl'ng ſurface let it glide, 5 
With natural mStion from thy hand ſupplied, 
Againſt the ſtream now gently let it play, 
Now in the rapid eddy roll away. 


The ſcaly ſhoals float by, and, ſeize with "0h 


Behold their fellows toſt in their thinner air; 


But ſoon they leap, and catch the ſu imming bait 


Plunge on the hook, and ſhare an equal fate. 
When a briſk gale againſt the current blows, 
And all the wat'ry plain in wrinkles flows, 
Then let the fiſherman his art repeat, 
If an enormous ſalmon chance to ſpy 
The wanton errors of the floating fly, 
IIe lifts his ſilver gills above the flood, 
And greedily ſucks in th' unfaithful food ; 
Then downward plunges with the fraudful prey, 
And bears with joy the little fpoil away: 
Soon m ſmart pain he feels the dire miſtake, 
Laſhes the wave, and beats the foamy lake ; 
With ſudden rage he nowaloft appears, 
And in his eye convulſive anguiſh bears; 
And now again, impatient of the wound, 
Ke rolls and wreaths his ſhining body round; 
| Then headlong ſhoots beneath the daſhing tide ; 
The trembling fins che boiling wave divide. 
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Now hope ex ilts the fiſher's beating heart; 


| | Now he turns pale, and fears his dubious art; 


N r 


He views the tumbling fiſh with longing eyes, 
While the line ſtretches with th' unwieldy prize; 


Each motion humours with his Ready hands. 


And one flight hair the mighty bulk commands: 
Till, tir'd at laſt, deſpoil'd of all his ſtrength, 

The game athwart the ſtream unfoids his length. 
He now with pleaſure views the gaſping prize 
Gnaſh his ſharp teeth, and roll his blood-ſhot eyes; 
Then draws him to the ſhore with artful care, 


And lifts his noſtrils in the fickning air: 
Upon the burthen'd fiream he floating hes, 


Stretches his quiv'ring fins, and gaſping dies. 
Would you preſerve a numerous finny race, 


Let your fierce dogs the rav nous otter chace 


Darts thro” the waves, and ev'ry haunt explores): 


Or let the gin his roving ſteps betray, 


And fave from hoſtile jaws the ſcaly prey. 

Perplex the fiſher ; I nor choſe to bear 
The thieviſh nightly net, nor barbed ſpear ; 
Nor drain I ponds, the golden carp to take 


| Nor trowle for pikes, diſpeoplers of the lake; 


5 n 

Around the fteel no tortur'd worm ſhall twine, 

No blood of living infe& ſtain my line. 

Let me, leſs cruel, caſt the feather'd hook, 
With pliant rod, athwart the pebbled brook, 

Silent along the mazy margin ſtray, 

And with the fur-wrought fly delude the prey. 


CANTO II. | 

Ne ſporting Muſe, draw in the flowing reins, 

Leave the clear ſtreams awhile for ſunny plains. 
Should you the various arms and toils rehearſe, 
And all the fiſherman adorn thy verſe ; 
| Should you the wide encircling net diſplay, 
And in its ſpacious arch incloſe the fea; 
And with the ſoal and turbot hide the ſand ; | 
It would extend the growing theme too long, 
And tire the reader with the wat'ry ſong. 
Nor render all the ploughman's labour vain. 
Now, now, ye reapers, to your taſk repair, | 
Haſte ! fave the produ& of the bounteous year: * 
To the wide - gathering hook long furrows yield, : 
And riſing ſheaves extend through all the feld. 


Yet, 
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Yet, if for ſylvan ſports thy boſom glow, 
| Let thy fleet greyhound urge his flying foe, 
Wich what delight the rapid courſe I view! 
How does my eye the circling race purſue ! 
He ſnaps deceitful air with empty jaws ; 
The ſubtle hare darts ſwift beneath his paws; 
| She flies, he ſtretches; now with nimble bound 

| Eager he preſſes on, but overſhoots his ground: 
She turns; he winds, and ſoon regains the way, 
Then tears with goary mouth the ſcreaming prey. 
What various ſport does rural life afford! 
What unbought dainties heap the wholeſome bend! 4 
Nor leſs the ſpamel, ſkilful to betray, 
' Rewards the fowler with the feather'd prey. 
Soon as the labouring horſe, with ſwelling veins, 
Has faf-!y hous d the farmer's doubtful gains, 
To ſweet repaſt th unwary partridge flies, 

With joy amid the ſcatter'd harveſt lies; 
Wand'ring in plenty, danger he forgets, 
Nor dreads the flav'ry of entangling nets. 
The ſubtle dog ſcours with ſagacious noſe | 
Along the field, and ſnuffs each breeze that blows ; 
Againit the wind he takes his prudent way, 
While the ſtrong gale directs him to the prey. 
Now the warm ſcent aſſures the covey near; 
He treads with caution, and he points with fear; 
Then {leſt ſome ſentry-fowl the fraud deſcry. 
And bid his fellows from the danger fly) 


| Cloſe 
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Cloſe to the ground in expectation lies, 

Till in the ſnare the flutt' ring covey ri ſe. 

Soon as the bluſhing light begins to ſpread, 

And glancing Phœbus gilds the mountain's head. 

His early flight th' ill-fated partridge takes, 

And quits the friendly ſhelter of the brakes. 

Or, when the fun caſts a declining ray, 

And drives his chariot down the weſtern way, 

Let your obſequios ranger ſearch around, 

Where yellow ſtubble withers on the ground : 

Nor will the roving ſpy direct in vain, 

But num'rous coveys gratify thy pain. 

When the meridian ſun contracts the ſhade, 

And friſking heifers ſeek the cooling glade 

Or when the country floats with ſudden rains, 

Or driving miſts deface the moiſten'd plains ; 

In vain his toils th' unſkilful fowler tries, 

While in thick woods the feeding partridge lies. 
Nor mult the ſporting verſe the gun forbear, 

But what's the Fowler's be the Muſe's care. 

See how the well-taught pointer leads the way : 


The ſcent grows warm; he ſtops ; he ſprings the prey 3 _ 


The flutt'ring coveys from the ſtubble riſe, 
And on ſwift wing divide the ſounding ſkies : 
The ſcatt'ring lead purſues the certain fight, 
And death in thunder overtakes their flight. 
Cool breathes the morning air, and Winter's hand 
WWW ; 
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No to the copſe thy leſſer ſpaniel take, 
; Teach him to range the ditch, and force the brake; 


ä 


Not cloſeſt coveris can protett the game: 
Hark! the dog opens; take thy certain aim. 
1 The woodcock flutters; how he wav'ring flies! 
The woods reſound: he wheels, he drops, he dies. 


The tow'ring hawk let future poets fing, 


Nor ſhall the mountain lark the Muſe detain, 
And in the ſun the tranſient colours blaze, 
Pride hures the little warbler from the ſkies: 


But flill the chace, a pleaſing taſk, remains 


Soon as Aurora drives away the night, 
And edges eaſtern clouds with roſy light, 


Summons the dogs, and greets the dappled morn ; 


The jocund thunder wakes th' enliven'd hounds, 
They rouſe from ſleep, and anſwer ſounds for ſounds 3 


Their bleeding boſoms force the thorny brake : 
The flying game their ſmoking noſtrils trace, 
No bounding hedge obſtructs their eager pace; 
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The diſlant mountains echo from afar, 

And hanging woods reſound the flying war: 

The tune ful notfe the ſprighily courſer hears, 

Paws the green turf, and pricks his trembling ears ; 

The flacken'd rein now gives him all his ſpeed, 
While the warm fcent draws on the deep-mouth'd train, 
Where ſhall the trembling hare a ſhelter find? 

Hark ! death advances in each guſt of wind! 

New ſtratagems and doubling wiles ſhe tries; 

Now circling turns, and now at large ſhe flies . 

Till, ſpent at laſt, ſhe pants and heaves for breath, 

But ſtay, advent'rous Muſe ! haſt thou the force 

To wind the twiſted horn, to guide the horſe ? 

To keep thy foot unmov d, haſt thou the ſkill, 

O'er the high gate, and down the headlong hill? 

Canſt thou the ſtag's laborious chace direct, 

Or the flrong fox thro? all his arts detect? 

The theme demands a more'experienc'd lay : 

Ye mighty hunters ! ſpare this weak ellay. 

O happy plains, remote fram war's alarms, . 
And all the ravages of hoſlile arms ! | 
And happy ſhepherds, who, ſecure from. fras: 

On open Cowns preſerve your fleecy care! 
M hoſe ſpacious barns groan with increaling ſtore, 


And whirling flails disjoint the cracking floor ! 


No 
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| | No barbarous ſoldier, bent on cruel "WY 


Spreads deſolation o'er your fertile ſoil ; 


No trampling ſteed lays waſle the ripen d grain, 
Nor crackling fires devour your promis d gain: 


No flaming beacons caſt their blaze afar, 


| The dreadful ſignal of invaſive war: 
No trumpet's clangour wounds the mother's ear. 


And calls the lover from his ſwooning fair. 
What happineſs the rural maid attends, 


F In cheerful labour while each day ſhe ſpends ! 
She gratefully receives what Heaven has ſent, 


(Such happineſs, and ſuch unblemiſh'd fame, 
Ne'er glad the boſom of the courtly dame): 


She never feels the ſpleen's imagin'd pains, 


Nor melancholy ſtagnates in her veins; 
. | She never loſes life in thoughtleſs caſe, 

Nor on the velvet couch invites diſeaſe ; 
Her home-ſpun dreſs in ſimple neat neſs lies, 
And for no glaring equipage ſhe ſighs : : 
Her reputation, which is all her boaſt, 


In a malicious viſit ne er was loſt ; 


No midnight maſquerade her beauty wears, 


And health, not paint, the fading bloom repairs. 
If love's ſoft paſſion in her boſom reign, 
An equal paſſion warms her happy ſwain : 

| No home-bred jars her quiet tate controul, 
Nor watchful jealouſy torments her ſoul ; 
Pol. III. 9. E 
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Wich ſecret joy ſhe ſces her litile race: 
Hang on her breaft, and her ſmall-coitage grace; 
The flcecy ball the buſy fingers cull, . 
Or from the ſpindle draw the length'ning wool : 
Thus flow her hours w ith co:ltant peace of mind, 
Till age the lateſt thread of life unwind. 

Le happy fields, unknown to noiſe and ſlrife, 
The kind rewarders of induſt rious life; 
Ye ſhady woods, where once I us'd to rove, 
Alike indulgent to the Muſe and Love : 
Ye murm'ring ſtreams that in meanders roll, 
The ſweet compoſers of the penſive ſoul ; ; 
Farewel ! the city calls me from your bow 'rs : 
Farewel, amuſing thoughts, and peaceful hours ! 


— A... 3 
PASSIONS, 
By Dr. YOUNG. 


HEN Reaſon, like the {kilful chariotees, 
Can break the fiery paſſions to the bit, 
And, ſpite of their licentions fallen, keep 
The radiant track of glory; paſſions then 


Are aids and ornaments. Ae Reaſon, 
Firm in her ſcat, and {wif in her career, 
Enjoys their violence; = filing, thanks 
Their formidable flame for high renown. = 
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OME hither, boy, we'll hunt who 
The Book-wor.n, rav'ning beaſt of prey, 
Produc'd by parent Earih, at odds, 
As Fame reports it, with the gods. 
Him frantic hunger wildly drives 
Againſt a thouſand authors lives: 


Through all the fields of wit he flies; 
| Dreadful his wit with ela ring eyes, 


With horns without, and tuſks within, 
And ſcales to ſerve him for a ſkin. 


Obſerve him nearly, left he climb 5 


To wound the bards of ancient time, 


Or down the vale of Fancy go, 


To tear fome modern wretch below. 

On ev'ry corner fix thine eye, 

Or ten to one he. flips thee by. 

See where his teeth a paſſage eat: 

Weill rouze him from the deep retreat. 
But who the ſheltcr's forc'd to give ? 
*T'is ſacred Virgil, as I live! 

From leaf to leaf, from ſong to ſong, 

He draws the tadpole form along 3 3 
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He mounts the gilded edge before ; 

He's up, he ſcuds the cover o'er ; 

He turns, he doubles, there he paſs'd ; 

And here we have him, caught at laſt, 
Infatiate brute, whoſe teeth abuſe 

The ſweeteſt ſervants of the Muſe, 

(Nay, never offer to deny 

I took thee in the fact to fly). 


By thee my Leſbia's ſparrow dies; 

Thy rapid teeth have half deſtroy'd 

The work of love in Biddy Floyd; 

They rent Belinda's locks away, 

And ſpoil'd the Blouzel.nd of Gay. 

For all, for ev'ry ſingle deed, 

Then fall a victim to the Nine, 

My ſelf the prieſt, my deſk the ſhrine. 
Bring Homer, Virgil, Taſſo near, 

To pile a ſacred altar here. 

Hold, boy, thy hand outruns thy wit, 

You reach'd the plays that Dennis writ ; 

You reach'd me Philips” ruſtic ſtrain ; 

Pray take your mortal Bards again. 

Come, bind the victim, there he lies, 

And here between his num'rous eyes 


r 
This venerable duſt I lay, 

From manuſcripts jſt ſwept away. 
The goblet in my hand I take 
(For th libation's yet to make) 

A hewtth :0 poets ! all their days 

May they bave bread, as well as praiſe ; 
Senſe may they fees, and Ls engage 

In papers fill'd with party rage. 

But, if that riches ſpoil their rein, 

Le NMuſes, make them poor again. 
Now bring the weapon, vonder blade, 

With which my tuneful pens are made. 

I ſtrike the ſcales that arm thee round. 


And twice and thrice I print the wound; 


The ſacred altar floats with red, 

And now he dies, and now he's dead, 
How like the ſon of Jove I fland, 

This Hydra ſtretch'd beneath my hand! 

Lay bare the monſter's entrails here, 

To ſee what dangers threat the ycar : 

Ye gods! what ſonnets on a wench! 

What lean tranſlations out of French ! 

*Tis plain, this lobe is fo unſound, 

| $--- prints before the months go round. 
But hold, before I cloſe the ſcene, 

The ſacred altar ſhould be clean. 

Oh had I Shadwell's ſecond bays, 

Or, Tate, thy pert and humble lays ! 

E3 
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(Ye pair, forgive me, when I vo 
I never m:fs'd your works till now) 
I'd tear the leaves to wipe the ſhrine = 
(That only way you pleaſe the Nine); 
But fince I chance to want theſe two, 
I'll make the ſongs of Durfey do. 
Rent from the corps, on yonder pin 
I hang the ſcales that brac'd it in.; 
I hang my ftudious morning gown, 

And write my own inſcription down: 
This trophy from the Python won, 
This robe in which the deed was done, 
Theſe, Parnell, giorying in the feat, 
Hung on theſe ſhelves, the Muſes ſeat. 

Here ignorance and hunger found 
Large realms of wit to ravage round; 
Here ignorance and hunger fell 

© Two foes in one I ſent to hell. 

* Ye poets, who my labour ſee, | 
Come ſhare the triumph all with me ! 
Le critics! born to vex the Muſe, 

© To mourn the grand ally you lofe.” 
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By Dr. COTTON. | 


EAR Chloe, while the buſy crowd, 
The vain, the wealthy, and the proud, 
In Folly's maze advance ; 
Tho? ſingularity and pride 
Be call'd our choice, we'll ſtep aſide, 
From the gay world we'll oft retire 
To our own family and fire, 
| _ Where love our hours employ ; 
No noiſy neighbour enters here, 
No intermeddling ſiranger near, 
To ſpoil our heart-felt joys. 


If ſolid happineſs we prize, 


And they are fools who roam : 
The world has nothing to bellow; 
Of reſt was Noah's dove bereft, 

Wacn with impatient wing ſhe left 
2 NOTRE 
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That ſafe retreat, the ark; 


Giving her vain excurſion o'er, 


The difappornted bird once more 
Explor d the ſacred bark. 


Tho' fools ſpurn Hymen's gentle pow rs, 
We, who improve his golden hours, | 
By ſweet experience know, 

That marriage, rightly underſlood, 
Gives to the tender and the good 
A paradiſe below- 


Our babes ſhall richeſt comforts bring 
If tutor'd right, they'il prove a ſpring 
M hence pleaſures ever rife : 


We'll form their minds, with ſtudious care, 


To all that's manly, good, and fair, 
And tram them for the ſkies. 


While they our wiſelt hours engage, 
They'll joy our youth, ſupport our age, 
And crown our hoary hairs : 
They'll grow in virtue ev'ry day, 
And thus our fondeſt loves repay, 
And recompenſe our cares. 


. * . 


No borrow'd joys, they're all our own, 
While to the world we live unknown, 


Or 
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| Monarchs ! we envy not your ſlate ; 


We look with pity on the great, 


| But then how little do we need! 


For nature's calls are few : 


In this the art of living lies, 
To wont no more than may ſuffice, 


Whate er kind Providence has ſent, 


Nor aim beyond our pow'r; | 


For, if our ſtock be very ſmall, 
*Tis prudence to enjoy it all, 


Nor loſe the preſent hour. 
To be refign'} when ills betide, 
And pleas d with favours given; 


Dear Chloe, this is wiſdom's part; 


This is that incenſe of the heart, 


Whole fragrance ſmells to heaven. 


We'll aſk no long protrafted treat, 
Since winter's life is ſeldom ſweet ; 


[8.3 
But, when our feall is o'er, 
Crateful from table we'll ariſe, 
Nor grudge out ſons with envious eyes 


The relics of our ſtore. 


Thus, hand in hand, thro” life we'll go; 
Its checquer'd paths of joy and woe 
With cautious Reps we'll tread ; 
Quit its vain ſcenes without a tear, 
_ Without a trouble or a fear, 


And mingle with the dead. 3 


While conſcience, like a faithful friend, 
Shall thro' the gloomy vale attend, 
And cheer our dying breath ; 
Shall, when all other comforts ceaſe, 
Like a kind angel whiſper peace, 
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ODE to LEVEN WATER. 
By Dr. SMOLLETT. 
£ NN Leven's banks, while free to rove, 
Z And tune the rural pipe to love, 
I envied not the happieſt fwain 
That ever trod th* Arcad:an plain. 
Pure ram! in whoſe tranſparent ware 
My youthful limbs I wont to lave; 
No torrents ſtain the limpid ſource, 
No rocks impede thy dimpling courſe, 
That ſweetly warbles o'er its bed, 
With white, round, poliſh'd pebbles ſpread ; 
While, lightly pois'd, the ſcaly brood . 
In myriads cleave thy cryſtal flood: 
The ſpringing trort, in ſpeckled pride; 
The faimon, monarch of the tide ; 
The ruthleſs pike, intent on war ; 
The ſilv er eel and motiled par. 
Devolving from thy parent lake, 
A charming maze thy waters make, 
By bow'rs of birch, and groves of pine, 
And hedges, flower'd with eglantine. 
Still on thy banks, ſo gaily green, 
May num'rous berds and flocks be ſeen ; 
And laſſes, chanting o'er the pail ;. 
And ſhepherds piping in the dale; 
And 


1 
And ancient faith, that knows no guile ; 
And induſtry, imbrown'd with toil ; 
And hearts reſolv d, and hands prepar'd, 
he" Me 


0 
PLEASURES or MEDITATION, 
By EDWARD YOUNG. 


PROM Dreams, where thought in fancy's maze runs 
| To Reaſon, that heaven-lighted lamp in man, mad, 
Once more I wake ; and at the deſtin'd hour, 
PunRual as lovers to the moment ſworn, 
I keep my aſſignation with my woe. 
O! loſt to virtue, loſt to manly thought, 
| Loſt to the noble fallies of the foul! 
Who think it ſolitude to be alone. 
Our Reaſon, Guardian Angel, and our God ! 
Then neareſt theſe, when others moſt remote ; 
And all, ere long, ſhall be remote but theſe. 
How dreadful then to meet them all alone, 
A firanger ! unacknowledg'd ! unapprov'd ! 
Now woothem ; wed them ; bind them to-thy breaſt ; 
To win thy wiſh, creation has no more: 
Or if we wiſh a fourth, it is a friend 
But friends how mortal! dapg'rous the defire ! 
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PROGRESS or GENIUS, 
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By Dr. BEATTIE. 


THE FIRST BOOK. 
I. 


1 who can tell how hard it is to climb 
The ſteep where Fame's proud temple ſhines afar ! 

Ah! who can tell how many a ſoul ſublime 

Has felt the influence of malignant ſtar, 

And waged with Fortune an eternal war ! 

Check'd by the ſcolf of Pride, by Envy's frown, 

And Poverty's unconquerable bar, 

In life's low vale remote has pined alone, 

Then dropt into the grave, unpitied and unknown l 
_ 

And yet, the languor of inglorious days, 

Not equally oppreſſive is to all. 

Him who ne'er liſten'd to the voice of praiſe, 

The ſilence of negle& can ne'er appal. 


= IL a 


There are, who, deaf to mad Ambition“ cali, 


Wou'd ſhrink to hear th'ob{treperous trump of Fame; Bm. 

_ Supreme! y bleſt, if to their portion fall Ye 
Health, competence, and peace. Nor higher aim | Ri 
Had he, whoſe fimple tale theſe artleſs lines proclaim. 3 
| | | | 0 

5 III. 1 185 - 
This ſapient age diſclaims all claſſic lore; 8 
Elſe I ſhould here in cunning phraſe diſplay, =. 
How forth THE MINSTRE IL fared in days of yore, But 


Right glad of heart, though homely in array ; 
His waving locks and beard all hoary grey : 
And, from his bending ſhoulder, decent hung 
_ His harp, the ſole companion of his way, 
Which to the whiſtling wind reſponſive rung: 
And ever as he went ſome merry lay he ſung. 


1v. 


Fret not yourſelves, ye filken ſons of pride, 

That a poor wanderer ſhould inipire my ſtrain. 

The Muſe's fortune's fickle ſmile deride, 

Nor ever bow the knee to Mammon's fane ; 

For their delights are with the village-train, 

Whom Nature's laws engage, and Nature's charms : 
They hate the fenſual, and ſcora the vain ; 

The paraſite their influence never warms, 


Nor him whoſe ſordid foul we love of wealth alarms. 
Thougi 


1 
. 
Though richeſt hues the peacock's plumes adorn, 
Yet horror ſcreams from his diſcordant throat. 
Riſe, ſons of harmony, ard kail the morn, 
While warbling larks on ruſſet pinions float; 
Or feek at noon the woodland ſcene remote, 
Where the grey linnets carol from the lull, 
O let them ne'er with artificial noie, 


To pleaſe a ty rant, ſtrain the little bill, Cwill. 
But fing what heaven inſpires, and wander where they 
| VI. | 


Liberal, not laviſh, is kind nature's hand; 
Nor was periettion made for man below. 

Vet all her ſchemes with niceſt art are plann'd, 

Good counteratting ill, and gladneſs woe. 


Wich gold and gems if Chilian mountains glow, 


If bleak and barren Scotia's hills ariſe ; 

There plague and poiſon, luſt and rapine grow ; 

Here peaceful are the vales, and pure the ſkies, 

And freedom fires the ſoul, and ſparkles inthe eyes. 
VII. 

Then grieve not, thou to whom th'indulgent Muſe 
Vouchſafes a portion of celcſtial fire; | 

Nor blame the partial Fates, if they refuſe 
Th'imperial banquet, and the rich attire. 

Ts A2 | Knows 


„ 
Know thine own worth, and reverence the lyre. 
Wilt thou debaſe the heart which God refin'd ; 
No; let thy heaven-taught ſoul to heaven aſpire 
To fancy, freedom, harmony, reſign ; 
Ambiton's groveling crew for ever left behind. 
VIII. 


Canſt thou forego the pure ethereal ſoul 
On the dull couch of Luxury to loll, 

Stung with diſeaſe, and ſtupified with ſpleen ; 

_ Fain to implore the aid of Flattery's ſcreen, 
Even from thyſelf thy loathſome heart to hide, 
{The manſion then no more of joy ſerene) 
Where fear, diſtruſt, malevolence, abide, 

And impotent deſire, and diſappointed pride ? 
IX. 

O how canſt thou renounce the boundleſs ſtore 
Of charms which Nature to her vot'ry yields ! 
The warbling woodland, the reſounding ſhore, 
The pomp of groves, and garniture of fields; 
All that the genial ray of morning gilds, 

And all that echoes to the ſong of even. 
All that the mountain's ſheltering boſom ſhields, 
And ail the dread magnificence of heaven, 


O how canſt thou renounce, and hope to be forgiven ? 


1 — 


1 

x. 
Theſe charms ſhall work thy ſoul's eternal heakh, 
And love, and gentleneſs, and joy, impart. 
But theſe thou muſt renounce, if Juſt of wealth 
E'er win its way to thy corrupted heart; 
For, ah! it poiſons like a ſcorpion's dart; 
Prompting th'ungenerous wiſh, che ſelfiſh ſcheme, 
The ſtern reſolve unmoved by pity's ſmart, 
The troublous day, and long diſtreſsful dream. 


Return, my roving Muſe, reſume thy purpoſed theme. 


XI, 
There liv'd in Gothic days, as legends tell, 
A ſhepherd-ſwain, a man of low degree ; 
Whole fires, perchance, in Fairyland might dwell, 
Sicilian groves, or vales of Arcady ; 
But he, I ween, was of the norih countric*: 
A nation famed for ſong, and beauty's charms ; 
Zealous, yet modeſt ; innocent, though free; 
Patient of toil ; ſerene amidſt alarms ; 


Inſlexible in faith ; invincible in arms. 


=_ 


* There is hardly an ancient Ballad, or Romance, 


wherein a Minſtrel or Harper appears, but he is cha- 
racteriſed by way of eminence, to have been Of the 
North Countrie; It is probable, that under this ap- 


pellation were formerly comprehended all the e to 
the North of the Trent. 


See Percy” Ea on the Engliſh Mnfrs 
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The ſhepherd-ſwain of whom I mention made, 
On Scotia's mountains fed his little flock ; 
The fickle ſcythe, or plough, he never ſway'd ; 
An honeſt heart was almoſt all his ſtockx; 
His drink the living water from the rock ; 


The milky dams ſupplied his board, and lent, | 
Their kindly fleece to baffle winter's ſhock; V 
And he, though oft with duſt and ſweat beſprent, 1 
Did guide and guard their wanderings, whereſoe er they | 


went, 
XIII. | 
From labour health, from health contentment ſprings. | 
Contentment opes the ſource of every joy. 
| Heenvied not, he never thought of kings: 
Nor from thoſe appetites ſuſtain'd annoy, 
Which chance may fruſtrate, or indulgence cloy ; 
Nor Fate his calm and humble hopes beguiled ; 
He mourn'd no recreant friend, nor miſtreſs coy, 
For on his vows the blameleſs Phœbe ſmiled, 
And her alone he loved, and loved her from a child, 
XIV. 
No jealouſy their dawn of love o'ercaſt, 
Nor blaſled were their wedded days with ſtrife 3 
Each ſeaſon look'ddelightful as it paſt. 
To the fond huſband, and the faithful wife. 
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Beyond the lowly vale of ſhepherd life | 
They never roam'd ; ſecure beneath the ſtorm 
Which in Ambition's lofty land is rife, 
Where peace and love are canker'd by the worm 
Of pride, each bud of joy induſtrious deform. 

XV. 
The wight whoſe tale theſe artleſs lines unfold, 
Was all the offspring of this ſimple pair. | 
His birth no oracle or ſeer foretold : 
No prodigy appear'din earth or air, 
Nor aught that might a ſtrange event declare. 
You gueſs each circumſtance of Enwix's birth; 
The parent's tranſport, and the parent's care; 


And one long ſummer-day of indolence and mirth. 
XVI. 


And yet poor Edwin was no vulgar boy: 
Deep thought oft ſeem'd to fix his infant eye, 
Dainties he heeded not, nor gaude, nor toy, 
Save one ſhort pipe of rudeſt minſtrelſy. 
Silent when glad; affectionate, though ſhy ; 

And now he laugh'd aloud, yet none knew why, 
The neighbours ſlar'd and figh'd, yet bleſs'd the lad: 
Some deem d him wond'rous wiſe, and ſome believ'd him 


mad, 


42 1 
XVII. 


But why ſhould I his childiſh feats diſplay 7 
Concourſe, and noiſe, and toil, he ever fled; 

Nor cared to mingle in the clamorous fray 
Of ſquabbling imps, but to the foreſt ſped, 
Or, roam'd at large the lonely mountain's head ; 
Or, where the maze of ſome bewilder'd ftream 
To deep untrodden groves his footſteps led, 

There would he wander wild, till Phœbus beam, 
Shot from the weſtern cliff, releaſed the weary team. 


XVIII. 


 Th'exploit of ſtrength, dexterity, or ſpeed, 
To him nor vanity nor joy could bring. 1 
His heart, from eruel ſport enſtranged, would bleed 

To work the woe of any living thing, 

By trap, or net, by arrow, or by fling; 
Theſe he deteſled, thoſe he ſcorn'd to wield : 

He wiſh'd to be the guardian, not the king, 
Tyrant far leſs, or traitor of the field. 

And ſure the ſylvan reign unbloody joy might yield. 
5 XIX. 


Lo! where the ſtripling, wrapt in wonder, roves 
Beneath the precipice o'erhung with pine; 
And ſees, on high, ami dſt th'encircling groves 
From cliff to cliff the foaming torrents ſhine ; 
While 


ed 
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While waters, woods, and winds in concert join. 
And Echo {wells the chorus to the ſkies. 
Would Edwin this majeſtic ſcene reſign 
For aught the huntſman's punny craft ſupplies ? 


Ah! no: he better knows great Nature's charms to prize, 


XX. 


And oft he traced the uplands, to ſurvey, 

When o'er the ſky advanced the kindling dawn, 
The crimſon cloud, blue main, and mountain grey, 
And lake, dim-gleaming on the ſmoky lawn ; 
Far to the weſt the long, long vale withdrawn, 
Where twilight loves to linger for awhile ; 


And now he faintly kens the bounding fawn, 


And villager abroad at early toil.---- _ [ {mile 


But, lo! the ſun appears! and heaven, earth, ocean, 


XXI. 
And oft the craggy cliff he loved to climb, 
When all in miſt the world below was loſt. 
What dreadful pleaſure ! there to ſtand ſublime, 
Like ſhipwreck'd mariner on deſert coaſt, 


In billows, lengthening to th'horizon round, 
nn with mountains now emboſs'd ! 


| NO On 


| In 
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. 
In truth he was a firange and wayward wight, 
Fond of each gentle, and each dreadful ſcene. 
In darkneſs, and in ſtorm, he found delight: 
Norlefs, than when an ocean wave ſerene 
The ſouthern ſun diffuſed his dazzling ſhene. 
Even fad viciſhtude amuſed his foul: 
And if a ſigh would ſometimes intervene, 
fund down his cheek a tear of pity roll, 
A ſigh, a tear, ſo ſweet, he wiſh'd not to controul, 


XXIII. 


. O ye wild groves, O where is now your bloom !” 


(The Muſe interprets thus his tender thought.) 


© Your flowers, your verdure, and your balmy gloon, 


Of late ſo grateful in the hour of drought! 

Why do the birds, that ſong and rapture brought 
To all your bowers, their manſions now forſake ? 

Ah! why has fickle chance this ruin wrought . 


For now the ſtorm howls mournful thro' the brake, 


And the dead foliage flies in many a ſhapeleſs flake. 
N 


W now die il, teins moos. and coal. 
And meads, with life, and mirth, and beauty crown'd! 


Ah! ſee, th' unſightly lime, and ſluggiſh pool, 
5 Have all the ſolitary vale imbrown'd; 


© Fled 


E 3 
Fled each fair form, and mute each melting ſound, 
The raven croaks forlorn on naked ſpray : 
© And, hark! the river, burſting every mound, 
Don the vale thunders ; and with waſteful ſway, 


! © Uproots the grove, and rolls the ſhatter'd rocks away. 


XXV. 


vet ſuch the deſtiny of all on earth: 


© So flouriſhes and fades majeſtic man. 

© Fair is the bud his vernal morn brings forth, 
And foſtering gales a while the nurſling fan. 

O ſmile, ye heavens, ſerene ; ye mildews wan, 
Ve blighting whirlwind, ſpare his balmy prime, 


Nor leſſen of his life the little ſpan. 


© Born ou the ſwift, though filent, wings of Time, 


*7 © Old-age comes on apace to ravage all the clime, 


XXVI. 
And be it ſo. Let thoſe deplore their doom, 
* Whoſe hope ſtill grovels in this dark ſojourn. 
+ But lofty ſouls, who look beyond the tomb, 
Can fmile at Fate, and wonder how they mourn. 
© Shall ſpring to theſe ſad ſcenes no more return? 
Is yonder wave the ſun's eternal bed ?---- 
Soon ſhall the orient with new luſtre burn, 
And ſpring ſhall ſoon her vital influence ſhed, 


Again attune the grove, again adorn the mead. 


© Shall 


WJ 
XXVII. 
© Shall I be left abandon'd in the duſt, | 
* When Fate, relenting, lets the flowers revive ? 
Shall nature's voice, to man alone unjuſt, 
© Bid him, though doom'd to periſh, hope to live? 
© Is it for this fair Virtue oft mult five 
Wich diſappointment, penury, and pain ?---- 
© No: Heaven's immortal ſpring ſhall yet arrive; 
© And man's majeſtic beauty bloom again, | reign.” 
6 | Bright through th' eternal year of Love's triumphant 
XXVIII. | 
This truth ſublime his fimple fire had taught, 
In ſooth, twas almoſt all the ſhepherd knew, 
No ſubtle nor ſuperfluous lore he fought, 
Nor ever wiſh'd his Edwin to purſue. 
© Let man's own ſphere {quoth he) confine his view þ 
© Be man's peculiar work his ſole delight.” | 
And much, and oft, he warn'd him, to eſchew 
- Falſehood and guile, and aye maintain the right, 
By — unſeduced, unawed by lawleſs 2 


XXIX. 
© And, from the prayer of Want, and last of We, 


O never, never turn away thine ear, 

© Forlorn in this bleak wildernefs below, 

6 Ah! ! what were men, ſhould heaven refuſe to hex! 
„ 
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© To others do (the law is not ſevere) 
© What to thyſelf thou wiſhelt to be done. 
© Forgive thy foes ; and love thy parents dear, 
© And friends, and native land; nor thoſe alone; 


1 * All human weal and wo learn thou to make thine own.” 


xxx. 


See in the rear of the warm ſunny ſhower, 
The viſionary boy from ſhelter fly! | 


For now the ſtorm of ſummer - rain is o'er, 
And cool, and freſh, and fragrant is the ſky ! 
And, lo! in the dark eaſt, expanded high, 
The rainbow brightens to the ſetting ſun ; 


Fond fool, that deem'ſt the ſtreaming glory nigh, 
Ho vain the chace thine ardor has begun! 
| "Tis fled afar, ere half thy purpoſed race be run. 


XXXI 
Yet could thou learn, that thus it fares with age, 
When pleaſure, wealth, or power, the boſom warm, 
This baffled hope might tame thy manhood's rage, 
And diſappointment of her ſting diſarm. | 
But why ſhould foreſight thy fond heart alarm ? 


Periſh the lore that deadens young defire ! 


Purſue, poor imp, th'imaginary charm, 
Indulge gay Hope, aud Fancy's pleaſing fire: 
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XXXII. 


VM hen the long- ſounding curfew faom afar 
Loaded with loud lament the lonely gale, 
| Young Edwin, lighted by the evening ſtar, 
Lingering and liſtening, wander'd down the vale. 
There would he dream of graves, and corſes pale: 
And ghoſts, that to the charnel-dungeon throng, 
And drag a length of clanking chain, and wail, 
Till filenced by the owl's terrific fong, = 
e 
XXXIII. 


Or, when the ſetting moon, in crimſon dyed, 
Hung o'er the dark and melancholy deep, 

To haunted ſtream, remote from man he hied, 
Where Fays of yore their revels wont to keep; 
And there let Fancy roam at large, ill ſleep 

A viſion brought to his intranced fight. 
And firlt, a, wildly-murmuring wind gan creep 
Shrill to his ringing ear ; then tapers bright, 

Wich inſlantaneous gleam, illumed the vault of Night. 

XXXIV. 


Anon in view a portal's blazon'd arch 
Aroſe ; the trumpet bids the walves unfold ; 
And forth an hoſt of little warriors march, 
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Their look was gentle, their demeanour bold, 
And green their helms, and green their filk attire: 
And here and there, right venerably old, 

XXXV. 5 
With merriment, and ſong, and timbrels clear, 
A troop of dames from myrtle bowers advance; 
They meet, they dart away, they wheel aſkance ; 
To right, to left, they thrid the flying maze ; 
Now bound aloft with vigorous ſpring, then glance 
| Rapid along, with many - colour d rays 
Of tapers, gems, and geld. the echoing foreſts blaze. 


XXXVI. 


The dream is fled. Proud harbinger of day, 
Who ſcar'dlt the viſion with thy clarion ſhril, 
Fell chanticleer ! who oft haſt reft away 
My fancied good, and brought ſubſtantial ill! 
O.to thy curſed ſcream, diſcordant till, 
Let Harmony aye ſhut her gentle ear: 
Thy boaſt ful mirth let jealous rivals ſpill, 
Inſult thy creſt, and gloſſy pinions tear, 
And ever in thy dreams the ruthleſs fox appear. 
B 2 Forbear, 


5 © Bs 
XXXVII. 


Forbear, my Muſe. Let Love attune thy line, 
Revoke the ſpell. Thine Edwin frets not ſo. 
For how ſhouid he at · vicked chance repine, 

Who feel from every change amuſement flow ? 
Even now his eyes with ſmiles of rapture glow, 
As on he wanders through the ſcenes of morn, 
Where the freſh flowers in living luſtre blow, - 
A thouſand notes of joy in every breeze are born. 
XXXVIII. 


But who the melodies of morn can tell ? 

The wild brook babbling down the mountain fide ; 
The lowing herd; the ſheepfold's fimple bell; 
The pipe of early ſhepherd dim deſcried 

In the lone valley; echoing far and wide 

The clamorous horn along the cliffs above ; 

The hollow murmur of the ocean-tide z 

The hum of bees, and linnet's lay of love, 


XXXIX. 


The cottage curs at early pilgrim bak; 
Crown'd with her pail the tripping milk-maid fings ; 
The whiſtling ploughman ſtalks afield ; and, hark ! 
Down the rough ſlope the ponderous waggon rings; 


1 
Through ruſlling corn the hare aſtoniſh d ſprings ; 
Slow tolls the village-clock the drowſy hour ; 
The partridge burits away on whirring wings ; . 
Deep mourns the turtle in ſequeſter'd e 
| And — lark carols clear from her aerial tour. 


XL. 


O Nature, how in every charm ſupreme ! | 
Whoſe votaries feat on raptures ever new! 

O for the voice and fire of ſeraphim, 

To ſing thy glories with devotion due! 

Bleſt be the day I ſcaped th wrangling crew, 
From Pyrrho's maze, and Epicurus' fly : 
| And held high converſe with the godlike few, 
: Who to th' enraptur'd heart, and ear, and eye, 


Teach beauty, virtue, truth, and love, and melody. 
_—_ 


Hence! ye, who ſnare and ſtupify the mind., 
Sophiſte, of beauty, virtue, joy, the bane ! 
Greedy and fell, though i impotent and blind, 
| Who fpread your filthy nets in Trath's fair 3 5 
And ever ply ycar venom'd fangs amain ! 
Hence to dark Error's den, whoſe rankling ſlime 
Firſt gave you form! hence! lell the Muſe haulddeign, 
(Though loath on theme fo mean to walie a rhyme), 
| With v engeance to purſue your facrilegious crime. 
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XLII. 


But hail, ye mighty maſters of the lay, 
Nature's true ſons, the friends of man and truth! 
Whoſe ſong, ſublimely ſweet, ſerenely gay, 
Amuſed my childhood, and inform'd my youth. 
O let your ſpirit ſtill my boſom ſooth, 
Inſpire my dreams, and my wild wanderings guide! 
Your voice each rugged path of liſe can ſooth; 
For well I know, where-ever ye refide, 
There harmony, and peace, and innocence, abide. 


XLIII. 

Ah me ! abandon'd on the loneſome plain, 
And driving ſnow, the cottage ſhut the door. 
Then, as inſtrutted by tradition hear, 

Her legends when the Beldam gan impart, 

Or chant the old heroic ditty o'er. 

Woader and joy ranthrilling to his heart ; 

| Much he the tale admired, but more the tuneful art. 


XLIV. | 


And halls, and knights, and feats of arms, diſplay d; 


Or metry ſwains, who quaff the nut- brown ale, 
Are ins, enamour'd of the nut-brown maid ; 
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The moon- light revel of the fairy glade ; 
Or hags that ſuckle an infernal brood, 
And ply in caves th'unutterable trade“, 
Midſt friends and ſpettres, quench the moon in blood, 


| Yell in the midnight ſtorm, or ride th'infu riate flood. 


XLV. 

But when to horror his amazement roſe, 

A gentler ſtrain the Beldam would rehearſe, 

A tale of rural hife, a tale of woes, g 
O cruel ! will no pang of pity pierce 

That heart by luſt of lucre ſear d to flone ! 

For ſure, if aught of virtue laſt, or verſe, 


15 I0o lateſt times ſhall tender fouls bemoan, | 
r ances 


XLVI. 
Behold, i ener Gare 1 
The babes now famiſh'd lay them down to die, 


MMidſt the wild howl of dark ſome woods foclorn, 


Folded in one another's arms they lie; 
Nor 


oO 


* Allufion to SHAKSPERE. 


Macbeth. How now, ye fecret, black, ond midnight 
lage, what ist you do? | 


Witches. A deed without a name. | 

| + See the fine old ballad, called, The Children in the 
Wood, Publifhed by J. Roacn, in @ Collection of 
Songs, entitled Sweet Robins 
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Nor friend, nor ſtranger, hears their dying ery: 

For from the town the man returns no more.“ 
But thou, who heaven's juſt vengeance dareſt defy, 
This deed with fruitleſs tears ſhalt ſoon deplore. 


ay lore. ca 
XLVII. 
A ſliſled ſmile of ſtern vindiftive joy 
Brighten'd one moment Edwin's ſtarting tear. 
© But why ſhould gold man's feeble mind decoy, 
And Innocence thus die by doom ſevere p, 
O Edwin! while thy heart is yet ſincere, 
Th'affaults of diſcontent and doubt repel : 
Dark even at noontide is our mortal ſphere ; 
But let us hope, to doubt is to rebel. 
Let us exult in hope, that all ſhall yet be well. 
XLVII. 
Nor be thy generous indignation check'd, 
Nor check'd the tender tear to Miſery given ; 
From Guilt's contagious power ſhall that protect. 
This ſoften and reſine the ſoul for heaven. 
But dreadful is their doom, whom doubt hath driven 
To cenſure Fate, and pious Hope forego : 
Like yonder blaſted boughs by lightning riven, 
Perfection, beauty, life, they never know, 
But frown on all that paſs, a monument of wo. 
VVV | Shall 
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XLIX. 


Shall he, whoſe birth, maturity, and age, 
Scarce fill the circle of one ſummer-day, 
Shall the poor gnat with diſcontent and rage 
Exclaim, that Nature haſtens to decay, 
If but a cloud obſtruct the ſolar ray, 
If but a momentary ſhower deſcend ! 
Or ſhall frail man Heaven's dread decree gainſay, 
Which bade the ſeries of events extend 
Wide through unnumber d worlds, and ages idk eas 
One part, one little part, we dimly ſcan 
Through the dark medium of life's feveriſh dream; 
Yet dare arraing the whole ſlupendous plan, 
If but that little part incongruous ſeem. 
Nor is that part perhaps what mortals deem; 
Oft from apparent ill our bleſſings riſe. 
O then renounce that impious ſelf- eſleem, 
That aims to trace the ſecrets of the ſkies ; 
For thou are but of duſt ; be humble, and be wiſe, 
by 
Thus We ſoul in riper years. 
For Nature gave him ſtrength, and fire, to ſoar, 
On Fancy's wing, above this vale of tears; 


Where dark cold- hearted ſceptics, creeping pore 
Trough 


Ss... Fw 
Through microſcope of metaphy ſic lore : 


And much they grope for truth, but never hit. 


For why ? their powers, inadequate before, 


LII. 


Wü nin 
Her ballad, jeſt, and riddle's quaint device 


Oft cheer'd the ſhepherds round their ſocial hearth ; 


Whom levity or ſpleen could ne'er entice 
To purchaſe chat or laughter at the price 
Of decency. Nor let it faith exceed, 
That Nature forms a ruſtic taſte ſo nice. 
Ah! had they been of court or city breed, 
Such delicacy were right marvellous indeed. 


LIII. 
Oft when the winter-ſtorm had ceas d to rave, 


He roam'd the ſnowy waſte at even, to view 


The cloud ſlupendous, from th' Atlantic wave 


High-towering, fail along the horizon blue: 
Where 'midit the changeful ſcenery ever new 


Fancy a thouſand wondrous forms deſcries 
More wildly great than ever pencil drew, 


Rocks, torrents, gulphs, and ſhapes of giant Gze ; : 
And * cliffs on cliffs, and fiery ramparts riſe. 
_..- Thence 


* 


12 | 
LIV. 
Thence muſing enward to the founding ſhore, 


The lone enthuſiaſt oft would take his way, 


Lillening with pleaſing dread to the deep roar | 
Of the wide-weltering waves. In black array 
When ſulphurous clouds roll'd on the vernal day, 


|} Even then he haſten'd from the haunt of man, 
Along the darken'd wilderneſs to ſtray, 


What time the lightning's fierce career began, 


And o'er the heaven's rending arch the rattling thunder ran, 


LV. 


| Reſponſive to the ſprightly pipe when all 


In ſprightly dance the village-youth were join d, 
Edwin, of melody aye held in thrall, 
From the rude gambol far remote reclined, 


| Sooth'd with the ſoft notes warbling in the wind. 


Ah then, all jollity ſeem'd noiſe and folly, 
To the pure foul by Fancy's fire refined, 
Ah what is mirth but turbulence unholy, 


| 3 melancholy ! 


LV1. 
Is here © been thet mabe cannot mek ? 
Ah me ! how is that rugged heart forlorn ! 


Is there who ne'er thoſe myſtic tranſports felt 


Of ſolitude and melancholy born ? 


. 

Ile needs not woo the Muſe ; he is her ſcorn. 

The ſophiſt's rope of cobweb he ſhall twine ; 

Mope o'er the ſchoolman's peeviſh page; or mourn, | 


And delve for life, in Mammon's dirty mine; « þ 


LVII. 
For Edwin, Fate a nobler doom had plann'd ; 
Song was his favourite and firſt purſuit. 
The wild harp rang to his adventurous hand, 
And languiſh'd to his breath the plaintive flute, 
His infant Muſe, though arileſs, was not mute: 
Of elegande as yet he took no care ; 


For this of time and culture is the fruit; 


And Edwin gain'd at laſt this fruit fo rare: 
LVIIL. 

Meanwhile, whate'er of beautiful, or new, 

Sublime, or dreadful, in earth, ſea, or ſky, 

By chance, or ſearch, was offer'd to his view, 


He fcann'd with curious and romantic eye. 4 


Whate er of lore tradition could ſupply 
From Gothic tale, or ſong, or fable old, 
Rous'd him ſlill keen to liſten and to pry. 


Ar laſt, though long by penury controul'd, 
And ſolitude, his ſoul her graces gan unfold, 


Thus | 


T 
Pi 
And 


nus 


Thus on the chill Lapponian's dreary land, 
For many a long month loſt in ſnow profound, 


When Sol from Cancer ſends the ſeaſon bland, 


And in their northern cave the florms hath bound : 


From ſilent mountains, flraight, with flartling found, 
Torrents are hurl'd ; green hills emerge ; and lo, 

The trees with foliage, cliſſs wich flowers are crown'd; 
Pure rills through vales of verdure warbling go; 


And wonder, love, and joy, the pealant's heart o'erilory”, 


1K. 
Here pauſe my Gothic ly re, a little while. 


The lei ſure hour is all that thou cant clan. 
But if ** on this labour ſ.nile, 
New Hal ere long ſlinli anmaye 7h Pans 
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And his applauſe to me 15 more tian in,; 
Fer ſult wich trutnu accords his tale ring d. 
At nere or renown let other: TY 


Tony wif to pleaſe the gentle mind, 


hom Nature's churms inſhüre, , and love or humankl nd, 
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THE SECOND BOOK. 


Dactri na fed vim promovet infitam, 
. Redlique cultus pectora roborant. HORACE, 
| . 
G O let not man complain. 
Elſe ſhall he never never ceaſe to wail: 
For, from the imperial dome, to where the ſwain 
Rears the lone cottage in the filent dale, 
All feel th'aſlault of fortune's hckle gale ; 
Art, empire, earth itſelf, to change are doom'd ; 
Earthquakes have raiſed to heaven the humble vale, 
And gulphs the mountain's mighty maſs entomb'd, | 
And whereth' Atlantic rolls wide continents have bloom'd*. 
3 
But ſure to foreign climes we need not range, 
Nor ſearch the ancient records of our race, 
To learn the dire effects of lime and change, 
Which in ourſelves, alas, we daily trage. 
Yet at the darken'd eye, the wither'd face, 
Or hoary hair, I never will repine : 
But ſpare, O Time, whate'er of mental grace, 
Of candour, love, or ſympathy divine, 


VW hate'er of fancy's ray, or friendſhip's flame is mine. 


See Plaro's Tintrs, 


1 

—V * 
So I, obſequious to Truth's dread command, 
Shall here without reluctance change my lay, 
And ſmite the Gothic lyre with harſher hand; 
Now when I leave that flowery path for aye 
Of childhood, where I ſported many a day, 
Warbling and ſauntering careleſsly along; 
Where every face was innocent and gay, 
Each vale romantic, tune ful every tongue, 


Sweet, wild, and artleſs all, as Edwin's infant ſong. 
IV. 


| © Periſh the lore that deadens young de fire - 


Is the ſoft tenor of my ſong no more. 

Edwin, though loved of heaven, muſt not aſpire 
To bliſs, which mortals never knew before. 
Nor always haunt the ſunny realms of joy ; 

But now and then the ſhades of life explore ; 
Though many a ſound and fight of woe annoy, 


E And many a qualm of care his * 
| 


V. 
Vigour from toil, from trouble patience grows. 
The weakly bloſſom, warm in ſummer bower, 
Some tints of tranfient beauty may diſcloſe ; 
But ah it withers i in the chilling hour. 
J 


„ 
Mark yonder oaks : ſuperior to the power 
Of all the waring winds of heaven they riſe, 
And from the ſtocmy promontory tower, 


und toſs their giant arms amid the ikies, 
While each aſſailing blaſt increaſe of ſtrength ſupplies. 
\ 4 
And now the dow ny check and deepen'd voice 
Gave dignity to Edwin's blooming prime ; _ 
And walks of wider circuit were his choice, Orc 


And valcs more wild, and mountains mor? ſublime, 


MW > 0 © 0)» > 


One evening, as he framed the careleſs rayme, 
It was his chance to wander far abroad, O 
And o'er a lonely eminence to climb, _ FM 
Which heretofore lis foot had never trode ; 3 
A 
Sc 


A val: appear'd belo, a deep retired abode. 


1 | 

Tliither he hied, enamour'd of the ſcene; 1 
For rocks on rocks piled, as by magic ſpell, 1 
Flere fcorch'd with lightning, there with ivy green, | on. 
Fenced from the north and caſt this favage dell ; | 
Southward a mountain roſe with eaſy ſwell, | | 
Whoſe long long groves eternal murmur made; 6 ] 
And towards the weſtern ſun a ſtreamlet fell, 0; 
Where, through the cliffs, the eye, remote, ſurrey d « ( 


Blue hills, and glittering waves, and {kics in gold array d. * 
Along 
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VIII. 
Along this narrow valley you might ſee 
The wild deer ſporting on the meadow ground, 
And, here and there, a ſolitary tree, 
Or moſſy ſtone, or rock with woodbine crown'd. 
Oft did the cliffs reverberate the ſound | 
Of parted fragments tumbling from on high 
And from the ſummit of that craggy mound 
The pearching eagle oft was heard to cry. 
Or on reſounding wings to ſhoot athwart the ſky. 


hs IX. | 
One cultivated ſoot there was, that ſpread 
Its flowery boſom to the noonday beam, 

85 Where many a roſe-bud rears its bluſhing head, 
And herbs for food with future plenty teem. 
Sooth'd by the lulling ſound of grove and ſtream 
Romantic viſions fwarm on Edwin's ſoul : 

He minded not the ſun's laſt trembling gleam, 
Nor heard from far the twilight curfew toll; 
| „» - - 

Hail, awful ſcenes, that calm the troubled breaſt, 

© And woothe weary to profound repole ; 

l | Can paſſion's wildeſt uproar lay to reſt, 

y'd. And whiſper comfort to the man of woes! 

ng | C3 Here 


1 
© Tere Innocence may wander ſafe ſrom foes, 
© And Contemplation foar on feraph wings. 


O Solitude, the man who thee forogoes, 8o 
© When luere lures him, or ambition ſlings, * 
Shall never know the ſource whence real grandeur . g 
9 ſprings. | | : ' 
| | | . 
XI. & ( 
© Vain man, is grandeur given to gay attire ? 6 | 
© Then let the butterfly thy pride upbra:d :--- | 6 , 


To friends, attendants, armies, bought with hire? See 
© It is thy weakneſs that requires their aid: | 
To palaces, with gold and gems inlay'd ? 


© They fear the thief, and tremble in the florm: 7 
JT To holls, through carnage who to conqueſt wade? 4 
© Behold the victor vanquith'd by the worm! | 
© Behold, what deeds of woe the locuſt can perform!  FY 
XII. ; FEE 
* True dignity is his, whoſe tranquil mind BS 
+ Virtue has raifed above the things below, | 5 
Who, every hope and fear to heaven reſign'd, : 6 Fl 
© Shrinks not, though fortune aim her deadlieſt blow, 
his ftrain from *mudit the rocks was heard to flow ; 
In folemn founds. Now beanf*d the evening ſtar ; : 
And from embattled clouds emerging flow : 


Cynthia came riding on her ſilver car; 
And _ mountain-chils ſhone fainily from afar. 
2 Soon 


* 


1 
XIII. 


Soon did the Win voice its theme renew: 


(While Edwin wrapt in wonder liſtening g flood) 
© Ye tools and toys of tyranny, adieu, 
© Scorn'd by the wiſe, and hated by the good! 
© Ye only can engage the ſervile brood 

© Of Levity and Luft, who, all their days, 
Aſhamed of truth and liberty, have woo'd, 


And hugg'd the chain, that glittering on their gaze 
Seems to outſhine the pomp of heaven's cmpyrens blaze · 


XIV. 


„Like them, abandon'd to Ambition's ſway, 

I ſought for glory in the paths of guile ; 

And fawn'd and ſmiled, to plunder and betray, 
6 Myſelf betray'd and plunder'd all the while; 


© Sognaw'd the viper the corroding file. 
But now with pangs of keen remorſe I rue 


© Thoſe years of trouble and debaſement vile.— 
© Yet why ſhould I this cruel theme purſue ! 


Fly, fly, deteſled thoughts, for ever from my view. 


| þ 4% 


The guſts of appetite, the clouds of care. 
And ſtorms of difappointment, all o'erpaſt, 
+ Henceforth no earthly hope with heaven ſhall ſhare 
This heart, where peace ſrouncly ſhines at laſt. 
6 And 
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© And if for me no treaſure be amaſs d. 
© And if no future age ſhall hear my name, 
I lurk the more ſecure from fortunc's blaſt, 
© And with more leiſure feed this pious flame, 
© Whoſe rapture far tranſcends the faireſt hopes of fame. 
1 XVI. 
FThe end and the reward of toil is reſt. 
© Be all my prayer for virtue and for peace. 
Of wealth and fame, of pomp and power polleſs'd, 
s Who ever felt his weight of woe decreaſe ! 
6 Ah! what avails the love of Rome and Greece, 
© The lay heaven-prompted, and harmonious ſtring, 
© The duſt of Ophir, or the Tyrian fleece, 
All that art, fortune, enterprize, can bring, 
If envy, ſcorn, remorſe, or pride the boſom wring! |} 
XVII. 
© Let Vanity adorn the marble tomb 
In the deep dungeon of ſome Gothic dome, 
© Where night and deſolati on ever frown. 
© Mine be the breezy hill that ſkirts the down ; 
© Where a green graſſy turf is all I crave, 
© With here and there a violet beſtrown, 
* Faſt by a brook, or fountain's murmuring wave 
« And many an evening ſun ſhine ſweetly on my grave. 
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XVIII. 
| *© And thicher let the village ſwain repair! 
And, light of heart, the village maiden gay, 
« To deck with flowers her half-d:ſhevel'd hair. 
© And celebrate the merry morn of Moy. 
There let the ſhepherd's pipe tic lic e long day 
Fill all the grove with love's bewitch:ng woe; 
And when mild Evening comes with mantle grey, 
'd, © Let not the blooming band make haſt» to go; = 
No ghoſt nor ſpell my long and laſt abode ſhall knows 
XIX. 


For though I fly to ſcape from Fortune's rage, 
And bear the ſcars of envy, ſpite, and ſcorn, 


+ Yet with mankind no horrid war I wage, 
Let with no impious ſpleen my breatt is torn : 
For virtue loſt, and ruin'd man, I mourn. 
O Man, creation's pride, heaven's darling child 
+ Whom nature's beſt divineſt gifts adorn, 
© Why from thy home are truth and joy exiled, 
© And all thy favourite haunts with blood and tears deſil ed 
1 
ky Along yon olittering ſky what glory ſtreams ! 
© What majeſty attends night's lovely queen! 
Fair laugh our vallies in the vernal beams; 
And mountains rife, and occaus roll between, 
And 


124 ] 
And all conſpire to beautify the ſcene. 
BZut, in the mental world, what chaos drear ! 


What forms of mournful, loathſome, furious mien! 


© O when ſhall that Eternal Morn appear, 
© Theſe dreadful forms tochaſe, this chaos dark to clear! 


XXI. 


O thou, at whoſe creative ſmile, you heaven, 
© In all the pomp of beauty, life, and light, 
© Roſe from thiabyſs! when dark Confuſion driven 
© Down down the bottomleſs profound of night, 
6 Fled, where he ever lies thy piercing fight ; 
O glance on theſe ſad ſhades one pitying ray, 
To blaſt the fury of oppreſſive might, 
© Melt the hard heart to love and mercy's ſway, 


And cheer the wandering ſoul, and light him on the way.“ 


XXII 


Silence enſued : and Edwin raiſed his eyes 

In tears, for grief lay heavy at-his heart. 

© And is it thus in courtly life (he cries) 

© That man to man acts a betrayer's part ? 

And dares he thus the gifts of heaven pervert, 

© Each ſocial inſtinct, and ſublime defire !— 

© Hail Poverty ! if honour, wealth, and art, 

© If what the great purſue, and learn'd admire, 

Thus diſſipate and quench the ſoul's ethereal fire !- 
| He 


* 
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XXII. 


He ſaid and turn'd away; nor did the Sage 
O'erhear, in filent oriſons employed. 
The Youth his rifing ſorrow to aſſuage, | 
Home as he hied, the evening ſcene enjoy'd : 
For now no cloud obſcures the ſtarry void ; 
The yellow moonlight leeps on all the hills ; 


Nor is the mind with ſtartling ſounds annoy d, 


A ſoothing murmur the lone regions fills, 


Of groves, and dying gales, and melancholy rills. 


XXIV. 


But he from day today more anxious grew, 
The voice ſtill ſeem' d to vibrate on his ear. 


Nor durit he hope the Hermit's tale untrue ; 
For man he ſeem d to love, and heaven to fear; 
And none ſpeaks falſe, where there is none to hear. 


Vet can man's gentle heart become ſo fell ! 


No more in vain conjetture let me wear 
© My hours away, but ſeek the Hermit's cell ; 


* Tis he my doubt can clear, perhaps my care diſpel." 


XXV. 
At early dawn the youth his journey took, 
And many a mountain paſs'd, and valley wide, 
Then reach d the wild; where in a flowery nook. 
And ſeated on a molly flone ; he ſpied 
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An ancieut man: his harp lay him beſide. 
A flag ſprang from the paſture at his call, 

And, kneeling, lick'd the wither'd hand, that tied 
A wreathe of woodbine round his antlers tall, 
And hung his lofty neck with many a floweret ſmall, 

"- XXVI. 
And now the hoary Sage aroſe, and ſaw 
The wanderer approaching: innocence 
Smiled on his glowing cheek, but modeſt awe 
 Deprefs'd his eye, that fear'd to give offence, 
Who art thou, courteous ſtranger : and from whence? 
Why roam thy fleps to this abandon'd dale?“ 
© A ſhepherd-boy (the Youth replied), far hence 
My habitation ; hear my artleſs tale; 

Nor levity nor falthood hall thing ear affail, 


© Late as I roam'd, intent on Nature's charms, 

I ureach'd at eve this wilderncis profound; 
And, leaning where yon oak expands her arms. 
Heard theſe rud: cliils thine awful voice tebou ud, 

( (For in thy ſpeech I recognize the found.) 

Lou mourn'd for ruin'd man, and virus loft, 
And feem'd to feel of keen remorie the wound, 

5 Pondering on former days, by guilt engrofs'd, 


Or in the giddy llorm of dilſipation toſs d. 


But 


ence? 


nc, 


Zut 
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XXVIII. 


© But ſay, in courtly life can craft be learn d. 


Where knowledge opens and exalts the ſoul; 
© Where Fortune laviſhes her gifts uncarn'd, 


© Can ſelfiſhneſs the liberal heart controul ? 
_ © Is glory there atchiev'd by arts, as foul 


As thoſe which felons, hends, n 


© Spiders enſnare, ſnakes poiſon, tygers prowl ; 
© Love is the godlike attribute of man. 


O teach a ſimple Youth this myſtery to ſcan. 


XXIX. 


© Orelſe the lamentable train diſclaim, 
© And give me back the calm, contented mind; 


© Which, late, exulting, view'd, in Nature's a 
© Goodnefs untainted, wiſdom unconfined, 
Grace, grandeur, and utility combined. 


© Reſtore thoſe tranquil days, that faw me ail 
Well pleaſed with all, but moſt with human kind; 


© When Fancy roam'd through Nature's works at will 
= Uncheck'd by cold diſtruſt, and uniform'd of ill. | 


XXX. 


Wouldſt thou (the Sage replied) in peace return 


* To the gay dreams of fond romantic youth, 


Leave me to hide in this remote ſojourn. 


From every gentle ear the dreadful truth: 


Vol. III. 10. D For 


0. 
For if my deſultory ſtrain with ruth 
+ And indignation make thine eyes o'erflow, 
Alas! what comfort could thy anguiſh ſooth, 
© Shouldfl thou th'extent of human folly know. 


XXXI 

gut let untender thoughts afar be driven; 
Nor venture to arraign the dread decree ; 
For know, to man, as candidate for heaven, 
© The voice of The Eternal ſaid, Be free: 
And this divine prerogative to thee 
Does virtue, happineſs, and heaven convey 3 : 

Tor virtue is the child of liberty, 

And happineſs of virtue; nor can they 
« Be free to keep the yok ho are not free . | 


| xxxll, 

* Yet leave me not. I would allay that grief, 
Which elfe might thy young virtue overpower 3 
And in thy converſe I ſhall find relief, 

When the dark ithadcs of me lancholy lower; 


For fl tude bas many a dreary hour, 

Een when « 'xempt from grief, remorſe, and pain: 

Conn often ten; for, haply, in my bower, 

* Amwonmuri, knowledge, wiſdom thou may'ſt gain : 
If I one foul improve, I have not lived in vain.” 


And 


Be ignorance thy choice, where knowledge leads to o. 


n: 
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XXXIII. 
And now, at length, to Edwin's ardent gaze 
The Muſe of hiſlory unrolls her page. 
But few, alas ! the feencs ler art diſplays, 
To charm his fancy, or his heart engage. 


Here Chiefs their thirſl of power in blood all wage, 


And iraight their flames with ten fold fierceneſs burn: 
Here ſmiling Virtue prompts the patriot's rage, 
But lo, erelong, is left alone io mourn, 


| And languiſ in the duft, ard claſp thiabandon'd urn. 


XXXIV. 
Ah, what avails (he ſaid) to trace the ſprings 
© That whirl of emp're the ſtupendous wheel! 
© Ah, what have I to do wich conquer. ng kings, 
Hands drench'd in blood, and reals begirt wich fleel! 


J 0o thoſe, whom Nature taught to think and feel, 


Heroes, alas! are things of ſmall concern. 

Could Hiſtory man's ſecret heart reveal, 

And what imports a heaven-born mind to learn, 

Her tranſcripts to explore what boſom would not yaurn! ! 


XXXV. 


© This praiſe, © ben Sage“, is thine, 
(Why ſhould this praiſe to thee alone belong!) 
All elſe from Nature's moral pat decline, 
6 Lured by che toys that captivate the throng; 
. To 


— 


— 
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+ To herd in cabinets and camps, among 

+ Spoil, carnage, and the cruel pomp of pride; 
Or chaunt of heraldry the drowſy ſong, 

© How tyrant blood, o'er many a region wide, 
+ Rolls to a thouſand thrones its execrable tide, 


XXXVI. 


O whoof man the ſtory will unfold, 
* Ere victory and empire wrought annoy, 
© In that Elyſian age (miſnamed of gold) 
The age of love, and innocence, and joy, 
© When all were great and free! man's ſole employ 
To deck the boſom of his parent earth; 
© Or toward his bower the murmuring flream decoy, 
+ To aid the ſloweret's long- expected birth, 


6 And all the bed of peace, and crown the ease ind 


XXXVII. 


«< Sweet were your ſhades, O ye primeval groves, 
© Whoſe boughs to man his food and ſhelter lent, 
© Pure in his pleaſures, happy in his loves, 

His eye {hill ſauling, and his heart content. 


„Then, hand in hand, Health, Sport and Labour went. | ' 
Nature ſupply d the wiſh ſhe taught to crave. 
© None prowl'd for prey, none watch'd to circumvent* 
© To all an equal lot Heaven's bounty gave ; 
© No vaſſal fear d his lord, no tyrant fear d his ſlave. 
But 
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XXXVIII. 
© But ah! th ufloric Muſe has never dared 
Io pierce thoſe hallow'd bowers : tis Fancy's be am 


Pour d on the viſion of th' enraptur'd Bard, 


© That paints the charms of that delicious theme. 
© Then hall ſweet Fancy's ray! and hail the dream 
© That weans the weary foul from guilt and woe! 


© Careleſs what others of my choice may "og 


© I long where Love and Fancy lead to go, 


+ And meditate on heaven; enough of earth I know.” 


a 


vent, 


Win. 
© I cannot blame thy choice (the Sage replied) 


For foft and ſmooth are Fancy's flowery ways. 


© And yet, even there, if leſt without a guide, 

© The young adventurer unſaſcly plays. 

Eyes dazzled long by Fiction's gaudy rays 

In modeſt truth no hght nor beauty find. 

And who, my child, would truſt the meteor-blaze, 
That ſoon muſt fail, and leave the wanderer blind, 


More dark and helpleſs far, than if it never had ſhined? 


XI. 


© Fancy enervates, while it ſooths, che heart, 

And while it dazzles, wounds the mental fight; 

To joy cach heightening charm it can impart, 

But wraps te hour of wo in tenfold night, | 
D 3 | 6 And 
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© And often where no real ills affright, 
© Its viſionary fiends, an endleſs train, 1 
Aſſail with equal or ſuperior might, 5 


© And through the throbbing heart, and dizzy brain, + 
PF 54 
And yet, alas, the real ills of life 2 *1 
© Claim the full vigour of a mind prepared, 3 
+ Prepared for patient, long, laborious ſtrife, © Ar 


Its guide Experience, and Truth its guard. 

+ We fare on earth as other men have fared : ; 

Were they ſucceſsful ? Let not us deſpair. Lo 

Was diſappointment oft their ſole reward ? 

Vet ſhall their tale inſtru, if it declare, 

+ How they have borne the load ourſelves are doom'd to 
XLII. 


. 
— 
» 
| 6 
What charms thhiſtoric Muſe adorn, from ſpoik, i 
And blood, and tyrants, when the wings her flight, Þ * V 
o hail the patriot Prince, whoſe pious toils 
Sacred to ſcience, liberty, and right, 

And peace, through every age divinely bright 

Shall ſhine the boaſt and wonder of mankind ! 

Sees yonder ſun from his meridian height, 

A lovelier ſcene, than Virtue thus inſhrined 
In power, = man with man for mutual aid combined? 
6 Hall 
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Hail ſacred Polity, by Freedom rear'd ! 
+ Hail ſacred Freedom, when by Law refſtrain'd ! 
© Without you what were man? A groveling herd 
© In darkneſs, wretchedneſs, and want enchain'd. 
| © Sublimed by you, 6— che 
In arts unrival'd: O, to lateſt days, 
eln Albion may your influence unprofaned 
+ To godlike worth the generous boſom raiſe, 
And prompts the Sage's TO e 
XLIV. 
\ — But now let other themes our care engage. 
For lo, with modeſt yet majeltic grace, 
© To curb Imagination's lawleſs rage, | 
And from within the cheriſh'd heart to brace, 
| © Philoſophy appears. The gloomy race 

* By Indolence and moping Fancy bred, 

Fear, Diſcontent, Solicitude give place, 
= And Hope and Courage brighten in their ſtead, 
he, While on the kindling ſoul her vital beams are ſhed. 

5 | — 
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XLV. | 
© Then waken from long lethargy to Ife“ 1 
© The ſeeds of happineſs, and powers of thought TY 
Then jarring appetites forego their ſtrife, « 
A ftrif: by ignorance to madneſs wrought. 1 
Pleaſure by ſavage man is dearly bought „ 
With fell revenge, luſt that defies controul, BY 
Wich gluttony and death. The mind untaught FA 
© Is a dark walle, where fiends and tempeſts howl 5; 84 
22 54 2 0 

XLVI. 


And Reaſon now through Number, Time, and Space 
Darts the keen luſtre of her ſerious eye, £ 
And learns, from facts compared, the laws to trace. 
Whoſe long progreſſion leads to Deity. 
Can mortal ſlrength preſume to ſoar ſo high! 
Can mortal fight, fo oft bedim' d with tears, 
Such, glory bear !—for lo, the ſhadows fly 
From nature's face; Confuſion diſappears, 
* And order charms the eye, bees. the ears. 


In 


ie influence of the 558 Spirit —in 3 
zing the mind. and preparing it for intellectual exertion 
and delicate pleaſure ;—in exploring. by the help of geome- | 
try, the ſyſtem of the univerſe : in banifhing ſuperſtition; | 
— in promoting navigation, agriculture, medicine, and 
moral and Selitical Icience rom Stanza XLV. to 
Stanza LV. | 


160 
. 

© In the deep windings of the grove, no more 

© The hag obſcene, and grieſſy phantom dwell ; 

Nor in the fall of mountain-{tream, or roar 

Of winds, is heard the angry ſpirit's yell; 

No wizard mutters the tremendous ſpell, 

Nor ſinks convulſive in prophetic ſwoon ; 7 

Nor bids the noiſe of drums and trumpets ſwell, 

© To caſe of fancied pangs the labouring moon, 
Or chace the ſhade that blots the blazing orb of noon. 

XLVIII. 


wo 


pace © Many a long lingering year in lonely iſle, 

+ Stun'd with th'eternal turbulence of waves, 
Lo, with dim eyes, that never learn'd to ſmile, 
And trembling hands, the famiſh'd native craves 
Of heaven his wretched fare: ſhivering in caves, 
Or ſcorched on rock, he pines from day to day; 
© But Science gives the word; and lo, he braves 
© The ſurge and tempeſt, lighted by her ray, 

And to a happier land wafts merrily away. 


XLIX. 


ace. 


And even where Nature loads the teeming plain 

Wich the full pomp of vegetable ſtore, 

Jer bounty, unimproved, is deadly Lane : 

Dark woods and 1anil'ng w1's, fron fl ore to ſhore 
6 Stretch 
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Stretch their enormous gloom ; ; which to explore 
© Even Fancy trembles, in her ſprightheſt mood; N 
© For there, each eyeball gleams with luſt of gore, | 
Neſtles each murderous and each mon ſterous brood, « F 


© Plaguelurks in every ſhade, and ſleams icom every flood. | 
| | L. | | | - 110 
«x 
_ © *Twas from Philoſophy man learn'd to tame 3 «V 
The ſo. l by plenty to intemperance fed. Ch 
Lo, from the echoing ax, and thundering llame, | Hoy 


© Poifon and plague and yeiling rage are fled, 1 
© The waters, burſting from their ſlimy bed, * 
Bring health and melody to every vale: 1 
© And, from the breezy main, and mountain's head, \ 


| _ © Ceres and Flora to the ſunny dale, ” | & 

6 'To fan their glowing charms, invite the fluttering gale, 84 

6 \ 

LI. «| 

© What dire neceſſities on every hand *( 

Our art, our ſtrength, our fortitude require! 3 

Of foes inteſtene what a numerous band Pre 

Againſt this little throb of lie confpire ! 

Vet Science can elude their fatal ire | 

Awhile, and turn aſide Death's level'd dart, Ss 

© Sooth the ſharp pang, allay the fever's fire, *1 


And brace the nerves once more, and cheer the heart, 
And yet a few ſoft nights and balmy days 1 __ 24 


Nor 


| 1 
_— LII. 
I Nor leſs to regulate man's moral frame 
, | © Science exerts her all- compoſing ſway. 
© Flutters thy breaſt with fear, or pants for fame, 
Or pines to Indolence and Spleen a prey. 
Or Avarice, a hend more fierce than they ?* 
© Flee to the ſhade of Academus' grove; _ 
{| © Where cares moleſt not, diſcord melts away _ 
In harmony, and the pure paſſions prove [Love. 
„ I How fweet the words of truth breathed from lips of 
LIIL. 


ths What cannot Art and Induſtry perform, 
When Science plans the progreſs of their toil. ! 
| © They nile at penury, diſeaſe, and florm; = 
When tyrants ſcourge, or demagogues embroil 
© A land, or when the rabble's headlong rage 
| © Order transforms to anarchy and ſpoil, 

| © Deed-verſed in man the Philoſophie Sage 
© Prepares with lenient hand their phrenzy to aſſwage, 
LIV. 
Tis he alone, whoſe comprehenſive mind, 
From ſituation, temper, foil and clime 
: Explored, a nation's various powers can bind 
And various orders in one Form ſublime 


* | 6 
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Of polity, that, midſt the wrecks of time, 
Secure ſhall lift its head on high, nor fear 
© Th'affault of foreign or domeſtic crime, 
While public faith, and public love ſincere, 


© And Induſtry and Law maintain their fway ſevere.” 


0 Lv. 


| Enraptured by the Hermit's flrain, the Youth 


Proceeds the path of Science to explore. 
And now, expanding to the beams of Truth, 
His mind diſcloſes : Fancy now no more 


| But, fix'd in aim, and conſcious of her power, 


Sublime from cauſe to cauſe exults to riſe, 

| Creations blended flores arranging as ſhe flies. 
_ LI. | 

Nor love of novelty alone inſpires, 

Their laws and nice dependencics to ſcan ; 

For, mindful of the aids that life requires, 

And of the ſervices man owes to man, 

He meditates new arts on Nature's plan; 

The cold deſponding breaſt of Sloth to warm, 


The flame of Induitry and Genius fan, 
And Emulation's noble rage alarm, 
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LVII. 
But She, who ſet on fire his infant heart, 


And all his dreams, and all his wande rings ſhared 


And bleſs'd, the Muſe, and her celeſtial art, 

Still claim'd th'Enthuſiaft's fond and firſt regard. 
From Nature's beauties variouſly compared 

And variouſly combined, he learns to frame 

Thoſe forms of bright perfection, which the Bard, 


Enamour d conſeerates to never-dying fame. 


LVIII. 


E Of late, with eundeetinn; had a te, 


| Through ardour to adorn ; but nature now = 


| 


Edwin would oft his flowery rhyme deface, 


To his experienced eye a modeſt grace 
Preſents, where ornament the ſecond place 
Holds, to intrinkc worth and juſt deſign 
Subſervient ſtill. Simplicity apace | 
Tempers his rage: he owns her charm divine, 
And clears th'ambiguous phraſe, and lops th'unwieldy 
line. 


LIX. 


Fain would I fing (much yet unſung me 
What ſweet delirium o'er kis boſom ſtole, 

When the great Shepherd of the Maatuan plains* 

His deep majeſtic melody gan roll: 


| Vol. III, 10. 1 Fain 


. Vinci, 
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Fan would I ing, what tranſport Rorm'd his ſoul, 
Ho the red current throb'd his veins along, 
When, like Pelides, bold beyond cont roul, 


Gracefully terrible, ſublimely ſtrong, [ ſong. 
Homer raiſed high to heaven the loud, th impetuous 
- "i 


And how his lyre, though rude her firſt eſſays, 
Now {kill'd to ſooth, to triumph, to complain, 
Warbling at will through each harmonious maze, 
Was taught to modulate the artful train. 

I fain would fing ,—but ah! I ſtrive in vain. 
Sighs from a breaking heart my voice confound. 
With trembling ſteps to join yon weeping train, 
And mix'd with ſhrieks of woe, the knells of death re- 
LXI. 


Adieu, ye lays, that Fancy's flowers adorn, 

The ſoft amuſement of the vacant mind! 

He ſleeps in duſt, and all the Muſes mourn, 

He, whom each Virtue fired, each grace refined, 
Friend, 


1 
Friend, teacher, pattern, darling of mankind !* 
He ſleeps in duſt.— Ah, how ſhould I purſue 
My theme !—To heart-conſuming grief reign'd 
Here on his recent grave I fix my view, bes 


And pour my bitter tears. —Ye flowery lays, adieu! 
LXII. yy 


Art thou my C#*#*#***+. for ever fled! 

And am I left to unavailing woe! 

When fortune's ſtorms aſſail this weary head, 
Where cares long ſince have ſhed untimely ſnow, 
Ah, now for comfort wither ſhall I go! | 
No more thy ſoothing voice my anguiſh cheers: 
Thy placid eyes with ſmiles no longer glow, 

My hopes to cher:it, and allay my fears. 


Tis meetthat I ſhould mourn :—flow.forthafreſh my tears, 


mn — — 


* This excellent perſon died ſuddenly, on the 10:h of 
February 1773. Ilie conclufion of the poem was written 
a 7 e days af! ter. | 


TEE PUST COMES IN—THE NEWS-PAPER 
IS READ—THE WORLD CONTEMPLATED 
4A DISTANCE. 


By Mr. COWPER. 


ARK! tis the twanging horn! o'er yonder bridge, 


| That with its wearifome but needful length 
Beftrides the wint'ry flood, in which the moon 
Sees her unwrinkled face reflected bright, 
He comes, the herald of a noiſy world, 
With ſpatter d boots, ſtrapp'd waiſt, nh Genre lad, 
News from all nations lumb'ring at his back. 
True to his charge, the cloſe-pack'd load behind, 
Vet careleſs what he brings, his one concern 
Is to conduct it to the deftin'd inn 
And, having dropt th'expettcd bag, paſs on. 
He whiſlles as he goes, light-hearted wretch, 
Cold and yet cheerful : meſſenger of grief 
Perhaps to thouſands, and of joy to ſome ; 
To him indiff'rent whether grief or joy. 
| Houſes in aſhes, and the fall of flocks, 
Births, deaths, and marriages, epiſtles wet 
Wich tears that trickled down the writer's checks | 
Faſt as the periods from his fluent quill, 
Or charg'd with am'rous ſighs of abſent ſwains, 
Or nymphs reſponfive, equally affett 
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His horſe and him, unconſcious of them all. 


| But oh th'important budget! uther'd in 
With ſuch heart-ſhaking muſic, who can fay 


What are his tidings ? have our troops awak'd ? 
Or do they ſtill, as if with opium drugg'd, 
Snore to the murmurs of th' Atlantic ware? 

Is India free? and does ſhe wear her plum'd 


And jewell'd turban with a ſmile of peace, 


Or do we grind her ſtill ? The grand debate, 


The popular harangue, the tart reply, 
The logic, and the wifdom, and the wit, 


And the loud laugh long to know them all; 


I burn to ſet ih impriſon'd wranglers free. 


| And give them voice and ytt'rance once again. 
Let fall the curtains, wheel the ſofa round, 
And while the bubbling and loud hiſſing urn 
| Throws up a ſteamy column, and the cups 

That cheer but not inchriate, wait on each, 


So let us welcome peace ful ev ning in. 
Not ſuch his ey ning who with ſhining face. 


"| Sweats in the crowded theatre, and ſqueen d, 


Nor his, who patient ſtands till his feet throb, 


| Of patriots burſting with heroic rage, 


This 
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This folio of four pages, happy work I 
Which not ev'n critics eritiſiſe, chat holds 
Inquiſitive attention while I read 
Faſt bound in chains of filence, which the fair, 
Though eloquent themſelves, yet fear to break— | 
What is it but a map of buſy life, 
Its fluctuations, and ins vaſt concerns p 
Here runs the mountainous and craggy ridge 
That tempts ambition. On the ſummit, ſee, 
The ſeals of office glitter in his eyes ; 
He climbs, he pants, he graſps them. At his heels, 
| Cloſe at his heels, a demagogne aſcends, 
Here rills of oily eloquence in ſoft 
Meanders lubricate the courſe they take : 

The modeſt ſpeaker is aſham'd and griev'd 
 Teengroſs a moment's notice; and yet begs, 
Begs a propitious ear for his poor thoughts, 
However trivial all that he conceives. 
Sweet baſhfulneſs! it claims at leaſt this praiſe, 
The dearth of information and good ſenſe 
That it forctels us, always comes to paſs. 
Cataracts of declamation thunder here, 
There foreſts of no meaning ſpread the page 
In which all comprehenſion wanders lol ; 
While fields of pleaſantry amuſe us there, 
W:th merry deſcants on a nation's woes. 
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The reſt appears a wilderneſs of ſtrange 
And lilies for the brows of faded age, 
Teeth for the toothleſs, ringlets for the bald, 
Heaven, earth, and ocean plunder'd of their ſweets, 
NeQareous eſſe nces, Olympian dews. 0 
Sermons and city feaſts, and fav'rite arrs, 
At his own wonders, wond'ring for his bread. 

'Tis pleaſant through the loop-holes of retreat 
To peep at ſuch a world. To ſee the ſtir 
To hear the roar ſhe ſends through all her gates 
At a ſafe diſtance, where the dying ſound 
Falls a ſoft murmur on th'uninjur'd car. 
Thus fitting, and ſurveying thus at caſe 
The globe and its concerns, I ſeem advanc'd 
To ſome ſecure and more than mortal height, 
That lib'rates and exempts me from them all. 
It turns ſubmitted to my view, turns round 
With all its generations; I behold 
The tumult, and am ffill. The found of war 
Has loſt its terrors ere it reaches me ; | 
Grieves but alarms me not. ' I mourn the pride 
And av'rice that makes man a wolf to man, 


Hear 


1 


Hear the faint echo of thoſe brazen throats 3 
By which he ſpeaks the language of his heart, Bu. 


He travels and expatiates, as the bee 
From flow'r to flow'r, fo he from land to land ; 
Pay contribution to the lore he gleans; 

He ſucks intelligence in ev'ry clime, 

And ſpreads the honey of his deep reſearch 
Kar ae a rich repaſt for me ! 

He travels, and I too. I tread his deck, 
Aſcend his topmaſt, through his peering eyes 
Diſcover countnes, with a kindred heart 
Suffer his woes, and ſhare in his eſcapes ; 
While fancy, like the finger of a clock, 

Runs the great circuit, and is ſlill at home. 
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JO never loner ers; ; he feels nothing, 


And when we feel for ten. reaſon reels, 
As love alone can exquiſitely bleſs, 

Love only feels the marvellous of pain ; 
Opens new veins of torture in the ſoul, 


— 


ON Mr. ABRAHAM COWLEY's DEATH AND 


BURIAL AMONGST THE ANCIENT 


By 1 Mr. DENHAM. 
LD Chon, like the morning lar, 
To us diſcovers day fro: far, 
His light thoſe mis and clouds d.ſfolv'd 


Which our dark nation long involv d; 


But, he deſcending to the ſhades, 
Darkneſs again the age invades. 


: Next (like Aurora) Spenſer roſe, 


| Whoſe purple bluſh the day foreſhews ; 


The other three with his own fires 


Phoebus, the poet's god, inſpires ; 


By Shakeſpeare's, Jonſon's, Fletcher's lines 
Our ſtageꝰs luſtre Rome's outſhines ; 


| Theſe poets near our princes fleep, 


And in one grave our manſion keep. 


They liv'd to ſee fo many days, 


Till time had blaſted all their bays ; 


But curſed be the fatal hour 


That pluck'd the faireſt, fweeteſt flow'r 


bY That in the Muſe's guts grow, 


1 8 ] 
Time, which mode their n on t-live, 
To Cowley ſcarce did ripeneſs give. 
Old mother Wit and Nature gave 
Shakeſpear and Fletcher all they have; 
In Spenſer, and in Jonſon, art 
Of flower nature got the ſlart; 
But both in him ſo equal are, 


None knows which bears the happie ſl ſhare, 


To him no author was unknown, 

| Yet what he wrote was all his own ; 

He melted not the ancient gold, 

Nor, with Ben Jonion, did make bold 
I 0o plunder all the Roman ſtores 

Of poets and of orators : 

Horace's wit, and Virgil's Nate, 

He did not ftcal, but emulate ! 

And when he would like them appear, 


Their garb, but not their clothes, did wear : 


He not from Rome alone, but Greece, 
Like Jaſon, brought the golden fleece; 
To him that language (though to none 

Of th'others) as his own was known. 
On a thil gale (as Flaccus ſings) 

The Theban ſwan extends his wings : 
When thro'the æthereal clouds he nes 
To the ſame pitch our ſwan doth riſe ; 
Old Pindar's flights by him are reach'd, 


"When on that gale his wings are firetch'd 2 


tw] 
His fancy and his judgment ſuch, | 
Each to the other ſeem' d too much; 
His ſevere judgment (giving law) 
His modeſt fancy kept in awe : 
When they believe their wives too fair. 
His Engliſh ſtreams fo pure did flow, 
As all that faw and taſted know. 
But for his Latin vein, ſo clear, 
Strong, full, and high, it doth appear, 
That were immortal Virgil here, 
Of that great portraiture, ſo true 
A copy pencil never drew. 


Joy and amazement her did ſtrike, 
Two twins ſhe never ſaw ſo like. 
"Twas taught by wiſe Pythagoras, 
Seeing ſuch tranſmigration there, 
She thought it not a fable here. 
Such a reſemblauce of all parts, 


Life, death, age, fortune, nature, arts; 


Then lights her torch at theirs, to tell, 
Fix'd and contemplative their looks, 
Still turning over nature's books: 


1 
Their works chaſte, moral, and divine, 
Where profit and delight combine; 

They, gilding dirt, in noble verſe 

Ruſtic philoſophy rehearſe. 

When heroes, god, or godlike kings 
They praiſe, on their exalted wings 

To the celeſtial orbs they climb, 

And with th'harmonious ſpheres keep time; 
Nor did their actions fall behind | 
Their words, but with like candour ſhin'd ; 
Each drew fair characters, yet none 
Of theſe they feign'd excels their own. 
Both by two generous princes lov'd, 

Who knew, and judg'd what they approv'd. 
Vet having each the ſame deſire, 
Their bodies, to their minds reſign d, 
Car'd not to propagate their kind: 
Yet though both fell before their hour, 
Time on their offspring hath no pow'r ; 
Nor fire nor fate their bays ſhall blaſt, 
Nor death's dark veil their day o'ercaſt. 
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ESSAY ox CRITICISM. 


CE ————— 


By ALEXANDER POPE. 


IS hard to ſay, if greater want of {kill 
1 Appear in writing or in judging ill; 

But of the two, leſs dang'rous is th oſfence 
Jo tre our patience, than miſlead our ſenſe. 

Some few in that, but numbers err in this, 
| Ten cenſure wrong for one who writes amils ; 
{ Now one in verſe makes many more in proſe. 
TDi with our judgments as our watches, none 
Co juſt alike, yet each believes his own. 
| In poets as true genius is but rare, 

True taſte as ſeldom is the critic's ſhare ; 
|} Both muſt alike from heav'n derive their light, 
| } Theſe born to judge as well as thoſe to write. 

Let ſuch teach others who themſelves excel, 
| And cenſure freely who have written well. 
Authors are partial to their wit, tis true, 

ut are not critics to their judgment too ? 

Yet if we look more cloſely, we thall find 
Moſt have the ſeeds of judgment in their mind : 
Val. III. 11. A Nature 


. 

Nature afford at leaſſ a glimm' ring light; 

The lines, tho' touch'd but faintly, are drawn right, 

But as the lighteſt ſketch, if juſtly trac'd, 5 a 

Is by ill-colouring but the more difgrac'd ; 

So by falſe learning is good ſenſe defac'd : 

Some are bewilder'd in the maze of fchools, 

And ſome made coxcombs nature meant but fools, 

In ſearch of wit theſe loſe their common ſenſe, 

And then turn critic 3 in their own defence : 

Each burns alike, who can, or can not write, | 

Or with a rival's, or an eunuch's ſpite. | 

All fools have {till an itching to deride, 
And fain would be upon the laughing fide. 

If Mzvius ſcribble in Apollo's ſpight, . 

There are, who judge {till worſe than he can write, 8 

Some have at firſt for wits, then poets paſt, 
Turn'd eritics next, and prov'd plain fools at laſt. 


Some neuthet can for wits nor critics paſs, 


Fer. 


2s 27984628 


As heavy mules are neither horſe nor afs. 

Thoſe half-learn'd witlings, num'rous in our iſle, 
As half-form'd inſetts on the banks of Nile 
Unfiniſh'd things, one knows not what to call, 
Their generation's fo equivocal: 
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To tell em, would a hundred tongues require, * 
Or one vain wit's that might a hundred tire. 

But you who ſcek to give and merit fame, 
And jultly bear a critic's noble name, 


L 33 
Be ſure yourſelf and your own reach to know, 
How far your genius, taſle, and learning go; 


Launch not beyond your depth, but be diſcreet. | 


And mark that point where ſenſe and dullneſs meet. 
Nature to all things fix'd the limits fit, 

And wiſely curb'd proud man's pretending wit. 

As on the land while here the ocean gains, 

In other parts it leaves wide fandy plains ; 


Thus in the ſoul while memory prevails, 


Tue ſolid pow'r of underſtanding fails; 


ens dhe. a 4 


Where beams of warm imagination play, 
Tue memory's ſoft figures melt away. 
One ſcience only will one genius fit; 
So vaſt is art, fo narrow human wit: 


Not only bounded to peculiar arts, 
Zut oft in thoſe confin'd to fingle parts. 


Like kings we loſe the conqueſis gain'd before, 
By vain ambition ſtill to make them more: 
Each might his ſev' ral province well command, 


Would all but iloop to what they underſtand. 


Firſt follow nature, and your judgment frame 
By her juſt ſlandard, which is ſtill the ſame 
Unerring nature, ſtill divincly bright, 

One clear, unchang'd, and univerſal light, 
Life, force, and beauty, muſt to all impart, 
At once the ſource, and end, and teſt of art. 


Art from that fund each juſt ſupply provides; 
Works without ſhow, and without pomp preſides 3 


A 2 


In 


191 

In ſome fair body thus th'informing ſoul 

With ſpirits feeds, with vigour fills the whole. 

Each motion guides, and ev'ry nerve ſuſtains; 

Itſelf unſeen, but in the effects remains. 

Some, to whom heav'n in wit has been profuſe, 

Want as much more, to turn it to its uſe! 

For wit and judgment often are at ſtrife, 

Tho” meant each other's aid, like man and wife, 

Tis more to guide, than ſpur the muſe's fteed ; 

Reſtrain his fury, than provoke his ſpeed ; 

The wing'd courſer, like a gen'rous horſe, 

Shows moſt true mettle when you check his courſe, 
Thoſe rules of old difcover'd, not dev:s'd, 

Are nature ſtill, but nature methodiz'd. 

Nature, like liberty, is but reſtran! d 

By the ſame laws which firſt herſelf ordain'd. | 
Hear how learn'd Greece her uſeful rules indites, | 

When to ſuppreſs, and when indulge our flights : 

High on Parnaſſus” top her ſons ſhe ſhow'd, | 

And pointed out thoſe arduous paths they trod ; 

Held from afar, aloft, the immortal prize, 

And urg'd the reſt by equal iteps to riſe. 

Jult precepts thus from great examples giv'n, 

She drew from them what they deriv'd from heav'n. 

The gen'rous critic ſann'd the poet's fire, 

And taught the worid with reaſon to admire. 

Then criticiſm the muſes handmaid prov'd. 

To dreſs her charms, and make her more below d: 


S 
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But following wits from that intention ſtray d, 

Who could not win the miſtreſs, woo'd the maid ; 
Againſt the poets their own arms they turn'd, 

Sure to hate moſt the men from whom they learn'd. 
So modern pothecaries, taught the art 

By doctor's bills to play the do-tor's part, 

Bold in the prattice of miſtaken rules, 

Preſcribe, apply, and call their maſters fools. 


Some on the [caves of ancient authors prey, 


Nor time nor moth's e'er ſpoil'd fo much as they: 
Some drily plan, without invention's aid, ; 
Write dull receipts how poems may be made. 
Theſe leave the ſenſe, their learning to diſplay, 

And thoſe explain the meaning quite away. 

| You then whoſe judgment the right courſe would ieer, 
Know well each ancient's proper character; 
IIis fable, ſubject, ſeope in ev'ry page; 
Religion,. country, genius of his age: 
Without all theſe at once before your eyes, 
Cavil you may, but never criticize. 
Be Homer's works your ſtudy and delight, 
Read them by day, and meditate by night ; 
Thence form your judgment, thence your maxims bring, 
And trace the muſes upward to their ſpring. 
Still with itſelf compar'd, his text peruſe ; 
And learn your comment be the Mantuan muſe. 
When firſt young Maro in his boundleſs mind 
A work t'outlaſt immortal Rome deſign'd, 

943 | Perhaps 


„ 

Perhaps he ſeem'd above the critic's law, 
And, but from nature's fountain, ſcorn'd to draw: 
But when t'examine ev'ry part he came, | 

Nature and Homer were, he found, the fame. 
Convinc'd, amaz'd, he checks the bold deſign : 

And rules as ftri& his labour'd work confine, 
As if the Stagirite o'erlook'd each line. E 
Learn hence for ancient rules a juſt eſteem ; 
To copy nature is to copy them. 

Some beauties yet no precepts can declare, 
For there's a happineſs as well as care. 

Muſic reſembles poetry, in each 
Are nameleſs graces which no methods teach, 
And which a maſter-hand alone can reach. 

(Since rules were made but to promote their end) 
Some lucky licence anſwer to the full 

Tb'intent propos'd, that licence is a rule. 
Thus Pegaſus, a nearer way to take, 
May boldly deviate from the common track; 

From vulgar bounds with brave diſorder part, 

And ſnatch a grace beyond the reach of art, 

Which without paſſing thro' the judgment, gains 

The heart, and all its end at once attains. 

In proſpefts thus, ſome objetts pleaſe our eyes, 

Which out of nature's common order riſe, : 

The ſnapeleſs rock, or hanging precipice. 
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1 
Great wits ſometimes may gloriouſly offend, 


E 


ut cho the ancients thus their rules invade, 

| (As kings diſpenſe with laws themſelves have made) 

Modern, beware! or if you mult offend 

| Againſt the precept, ne'er trangreſs its end; 

Let it be ſeldom, and compell'd by need; 
And have, at leaſt, their precedent to plead. 
The critic elſe proceeds without remorſe, 

| Seizes your fame, and puts his laws in force. 

I know there are, to hoſe preſumptuous thoughts 
Thoſe freer beauties, ev'n in them, ſeem faults. 

Some figures monflrous and mis-ſhap'd 2 

Conſider'd ſingly, or beheld too near, 

Which, but proportion ' d to their light, or place, 
Due diſtance reconciles to form and grace. 

A prudent chief not always muſt diſplay 

His pow'rs in equal ranks, and fair array, 

| But with th'occafion and the place comply, 

Conceal his force, nay ſeem ſometimes to fly. 

| Thoſe oft are ſtratagems which errors ſeem, 

Nor is it Homer nods, but we that dream. 

Still green with bays each ancient altar ſtands, 
Above the reach of facrilegious hands; 
Secure from flames, from envy's fiercer rage, 
| Deſtruftive war, and all involving age. | 
| See from each clime the learn'd their incenle bring ! 


Hear, in all tongues conſenting Pæans ring! 
Ir 


„„ 
In praiſe ſo juſt let ev'ry voice be join'd 
And fill the gen'ral chorus of mankind. 
Hail, bards triumphant! born in happier days; 
Immortal heirs of univerſal pra:ſe : 
Whoſe honours with increaſe of ages grow, 
As ſtreams roll down, enlarging as they flow; 
Nations unborn your mighty names ſhall found, 
And worlds applaud that muſt not yet be found! 
O may ſome ſpark of your celeſtial fire, 
The laſt, the meaneſt of your ſons inſpire, 
| (That on weak wings, from far purſues your flights; 
Glows while he reads, but trembles as he writes) 
To teach vain wits a ſcience little known, 
T'admire ſuperior ſenſe, and doubt their own ! | 
Man's erring judgment, and miſguide the mind, 
What the weak head with itrongelt bias rules, 


1s pride, the never-failing vice of fools. 


Whatever nature has in worth deny d, 

She gives in large recruits of needful pride; 
For as in bodies, thus in ſouls, we find 
What wants in blood and fpirits, ſwell'd with wind: 
And fills up all the mighty void of ſenſe. 

If once right reaſon drives that cloud away, 
Truth breaks upon us with reſiſtleſs day. 
Truſt not yourſelf ; but your defefts to know, 
5 Make uſe of every ſriend and ey'ry foc. 
A little 
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A little learning i is a dang'rous thing.; 
Drink deep or taſte not the Pierian ſpring: 
There ſhallow draughts intowicate the brain, 
And drinking largely ſobers us again. 

Fir'd at firſt fight with what the muſe imparts, 
In fearleſs youth we tempt the heights of arts. 


i While from the banaded level of cur mind, 


Short viezys we take, nor ſee the lengths behind; 
But more advanc'd, behold with firange furprize 
New diſtant ſcenes of endleſs ſcience rife ! 
So pleas'd at firſt the tow'ring Alps we try, 


Mount o'er the vales, and ſeem to tread the ſky, 
Thb'eternal ſnows appear already paſt, 
And the firſt clouds and mountains ſeem the laſt: 


But, thoſe attain'd, we tremble to ſurvey 


The growing labours of the lengthen'd way, 

| Th'increaſing proſpetts tire our wand' ring eyes, 
Hills peep o'er hills, and Alps oa Alps ariſe ! 
A perfect judge will read each work of wit 


Wich the ſane ſpirit that its author writ, 


Survey the wHOLE, nor ſeek flight faults to find 
Where nature moves, and raptùre warms the mind; 
| | Nor loſe for that malignant dull delight 


The gen'rous pleafure to be charm'd with wit, 


But in ſuch lays as neither ebb nor flow, 


Correctly cold and regularly low 


| That ſhunning faults, one quiet tenor keep; 
We cannot blame indeed——but we may flcep. 


In 
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In wit, as nature, what affefts our hearts 
Is not th'exattneſs of peculiar parts ; 
eis not a lip, or eye, we beauty call. 
But the joint force and full reſult of all. 
Thus when we view ſome well- proportion d dome, 
(The world's juſt wonder, and ev'n thine, O Rome 185 
No ſingle parts unequally ſurprize, 
All comes united to th'admiring eyes; A 
No monſſ rous height, or breadth, or length appear; 
The whole at once is bold, and regular. 

Whoever thinks a faultleſs piece to fee, 
Thinks what ne'er was, nor is, nor e'er ſhall be. 
In every work regard the writer's end, | 
Since none can compaſs more than they intend ; 
And f the means be juſt, the conduct true, 
Applaliſe, in ſpight of trivial faults, is due. 
As men of breeding, ſometimes men of wit, 
T' avoid great errors, muſt the leſs commit : 
Neglect the rules each verbal critic lays, 
For not t. know ſome trifles is a praiſe. 
Mot critics, fond of ſome ſubſervient art, 
Still make the whole depend upon a part: 
They talk of principles, but notions prize, 
And all to one lov'd folly facrifice. 
Once on a time, La Mancha's knight they ſay, 
ww certain bard encount'ring on the way, 
Diſcours'd in terms as juſt, with looks as ſage, 
As e er could Dennis of the Grecian ſtage ; 

- Concluding 
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The naked nature and the living grace. 
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Concluding all were deſp'rate ſots and fools, 


Who durſt depart from Ariſtotle's rules. 

Our author happy in a judge fo nice. 

Produc'd his play, and begg'd the knight's advice 3 ; 
Made him obſerve the ſubject and the plot, 


The manners, paſſions, unities; what not ? 


All which, exa& to rule, were brought about, 

Were but a combat in the lifts left out. 

What leave the combat out?” exclaims the knight; 

Yes, or we muſt renounce the Stagirite. 
Not fo by heav'n' (he anſwers in a rage) 

© Knights, *ſquires, and ſteeds, muſt enter on the flage.” 


So vaſt a throng the flage can ne er contain. 
Then build anew, or att it in a plain.“ 


Thus critics of leſs judgment than caprice, 
Curious not knowing not exaft but nice 
Form ſhort ideas: and offend in arts 


(As moſt in manners) by a love to parts. 


Some to conceit alone their taſte confine. 
And glitt'ring thoughts ſtruck out at ev ry line; 
Pleas'd with a work where nothing's juſt or fit ; 
One glaring chaos and wild heap of wit. 
Poets like painters, thus, unſkill'd to trace 


With gold and jewels cover ev'ry part, 

And hide with ornaments their want of art. 

True wit is nature to advantage dreſs'd, 

Vhat oft was thought, but ne'er ſo well exprefs'd ; 
Something 


1 

Something, whoſe truth convinc'd at fight we find, 
That gives us back the image of our mind. 
As ſhades more ſweetly recommend the light, 
So modeſt plainneſs ſets off ſprightly wit. 
For works may have more wit than does 'em good, 
As bodies per:ſh, thro' exceſs of blood. 

Others for language all their care expreſs, 
And value books, as women men, for drefs ; 
Their praiſe is ſtill, —the ſty le is excellent; 
The ſenſe, they humbly take upon content. 
Words are like leaves ; and where they moſt abound, 
Much fruit of ſenſe beneath is rarely found: 

Its gaudy colours ſpreads on ev'ry place; 
The face of nature we no more ſurvey, 
All glares alike, without diſſinction gay: 
But true expreſſion, like th'unchanging ſun, 
Clears and improves whate'er it ſhines upon, 
It gilds all objects, but it alters none. 
Expreſſion is the dreſs of thought, and ſtill 
Appears more decent as more ſuitable ; 
A vile conceit in pompous words expreſs'd 
Is like a clown in regal purple dreſs'd ; 
For diff rent ſtyles with diffrent ſubjetts ſort, 
As ſev' ral garbs with country, town, and court. 
Some by old words to fame have made pretence, 
Ancients in phraſe, meer moderns in their ſenſe : 
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Lach labour d nothings, in fo ſtrange a flyle, 
Amaze the unlearn'd, and make the learn'd file. 
| Unlucky, as Fungoſo in the play, | 
Theſe ſparks with aukward vanity diſplay 
What the fine gentleman wore yeſterday ; 

| | And but fo mimic ancient wits at belt, 

As apes our grandſires, in their doublets dreſt. 
In words as faſhions, the ſame rule will hold ; 
Alike fantaſtic, if too ne w, or old; 

Be not the firſt by whom the new are try d, 
Nor yet the laſt to lay the old aſide. 
But molt by numbers judge a poct's ſong, 


And ſinooch or rough, with them, is right or wrong: 
In the bright muſe tho'thouſand charms conſp:re, 

Her voice is all theſe tuneful fovis adurice 1» 

Who haunt Parnaſſus but to pleaſe their car, 


Not mend their minds; as fone to church repair, 


Not for the doctrine, but the mulic there. 

Thoſe equal ſy Hables alone require, 

Tno' ont the car the open vowels tire; 

While explet.ves their feeble aid do join; 

and ten low words oft crecp in one dull line: 
While they ring round the fame unyary'd chimes, 
With ſire returns of Hill expected rnymes ; 
Where'er you find + the cooling weſtern breeze,” 
In the next line, it * whiſpers thro” the trees ;? 


In cry fal fireams + with pleaſing murmurs creep,“ 


F.. III. It, | 3 The 


„ 
The reader“ threaten'd not in rain) with * ſleep,” 
Then at the laſt and only couplet fraught 
With ſome unmeaning thing they call a thought, 
A ncedlefs Alexandrine ends the ſong, | * 
That, like a wounded ſnake, . | Who 
| Leave ſuch to tune their own dull rhymes, and know | 
What's roundly fmooth, or languiſhingly flow ; | 
And praiſe the eaſy vigour of a line. | | 
| Where Denham's firength, and Waller's fucetneſs join. | 
True eaſe in writing comes from art, not chance, 
As thoſe move eaſieſl who have learn'd to dance. 
*Tis not enough no harſhneſs gives offence, 
The ſound muſl ſeem an echo to the ſenſe : 
Soft is the ſtrain when Zephyr gentle blows 
And the ſmooth ſtream in ſmoother numbers flows ; 
But when loud ſurges laſh the ſounding ſhoar, 
The hoarſe, rough verſe ſhould like the torrent roar. 
When Ajax ftrives ſome rock's vaſt weight to throw, 
The line too labours, and the words move flow : 
Not fo, when ſwift Camilla ſcours the plain, 
Flies o'er th unbending corn, and ſkims along * main. 
Hear how Timotheus vary d lays ſurprize, 
And bid alternate pallions fall and riſe! 
While at each change, the ſon of Libyan Jore 
Now burns with glory, and then melts with love ; 
Now his fierce eyes witi ſparkling fury glow, 


Now ſighs ſleal out, and tears bezin to flow : 


Perſiar | 
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perſians and Greeks like turns of nature found, 


And the world's victor ſtood ſubdu'd by found !. 
| The pow'r of muſic all our hearts allow, 
And what Timotheus was, is Dryden now. 


Avoid extremes; and {hun the fault of lach, 


Who ſlill are pleas'd too little or too mach, 


At ev' ry trifle ſcorn to take offence, 

| That always ſhe ws great pride, or lutle "IP : 

| Thoſe heads, as flomachs, are not ſure the beſi, 
| Which nauſeate all, and nothing can digeſt. | 


Yet let not each gay turn thy rapiure move ; 
For fools admire, but men of ſenſe approve : | 
As things ſeem large which we thro” miſts deſcry, 


| Dulneſs is ever apt to magnify. 


Some foreign writers, ſome our own deſpiſe ; 


be ancients only, or the inoderns prize. 


Thus wit, like faith, by each man is apply'd 
To one ſmall ſea, and all are damn'd beſide. 


Meanly they ſeek the bleſſing to confine, 


And force that ſun but on a part to ſhine, 
Which not alone the fouthern wit ſublimes, 
But ripens ſpirits in cold northern elimes 
Which from the firſt has ſhone on ages paſt, 
Enlights the prefeat, and ſhall warm the laſt; 
Tho, cach may feel cnereaf.s and decays | 
And fee row clarer and now darker days. 
Regard not then if wit be old or new. 

But blanc tie fall, and value {till the true. 
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Some ne'er advance a judgment of their own, 
Bin catch the ſpreading notion of the town; 
They reaſon and conclude by precedent 


And own {tale nonſenſe which they nc'er invent. 


Some judge of authors names, not wort.s, and then 


Nor praife nor blame the writings, but the men. 

_ Of all this ſervile herd, the worſt is he 

That in proud dulnefs joins with quality. 

A conſtant eritic at the grzat man's board 

To f-tch and carry nonſenſe for my lord. 

What woeful ſtuff this mudrigal would be, 

In fon: ſtarv'd hackney fonneteer, or me! 

But let a lord once ow! the happy lines, 

How the wit brightens! how the ſtile refines ! 

Before his ſacred name flies ev'ry fault. 

And cacit exalted ſtanza teems with thought! 2 
The vulgar thus through imitation err; 

As oft the learn'd by Wo fingular ; | 

So mich they ſcorn the croud, that if the throng 

By chance go right, they: purpoſely go wrong: 

| So lchiſmatics the plain believers quit, 

And are but damn'd for having too much wit. 

Some praiſe at morning what they lame at night; 

But always think the laſt opinion right, 

A muſe by theſe is like a miſtreſs us d, 

This hour lhe's idoliz d, tie next abus'd. | 

While their weak heads like towns unforti fy'd, 


"FT wixt ſenſc and nonſenſe daily change their fide. 


Aſk 
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' Aſk them the cauſe; they're wiſer flill they fay ; 


And ſtill to-morrow's wiſer than to-day. 


We think our fathers fools ; fo wiſe we grow; 
Our wiſer ſons, no doubt, will think us fo, 
Once ſchoo!-divines this zealous ifle o- erſpread ; 


Who knew molt ſentences was deepeſt read; 


| Faith, goſpel, all, ſcem'd made to be diſputed, 
And none had ſenſe enough to be confuted: 


Ii 


| If faith elf has diff rent dreſſes worn, 


Scotiſts and Thomifls, now in peace remain, 
| Amidl therr kindred cobwebs in Duck Lane. 


What wonder modes in wit ſhould rake their t turn? 2 
Oft', leaving what is natural and fit, | 


| The current folly proves the ready wit; 
| | And authors think their reputation ſafe, 
Which lives as long as fools are pleas'd to laugh. 


Some valuing thoſe of their own ſide or mind, 


| Fondly we think we honour merit then, 
Wen we but praiſe ourſelves in other men. 
| Parties in wit attend on thoſe of ſlate. 


And public faction doublcs private hate, 


| Pride, malice, folly, againſt Dryden roſe, 


In various ſhapes of parſons, critics, beaus ; 


| New Blackmores and new Milbourns muſt arife : 
B 3 Nay 


But ſenſe ſurviv'd when merry je ſls were paſt; 
| Forcifing merit will buoy up at laſt. 
Might he return, and bleſs once more our eyes, 
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| Nay ſhould great Homer lift his awful head, 
Zoilus again would tart up from the dead. 
Envy will merit, as its ſhade, purſue; 
But like a ſhadow, proves the ſubſtance true: 


For envy'd wit, like Sol eclips'd, makes known 


Th'oppoling body's groſsneſs, not its own. 
When firit that ſun too pow'rful beams diſplays, 
It draws up vapours which obſcure its rays ; 
But ev'n thoſe clouds at laſt adorn its way, 
Reflect new glories and augment the day. 
Be thou the firſt true merit to befriend ; 
His praiſe is loſt who flays till all commend. 
Short is the date, alas, of modern rhymes, 
And *tis but juſt to let them live betimes. 

5 No longer now that golden age appears, 5 
When Patriarch- wits ſurviv'd a thouſand years: 
Now length of fame (our ſecond life) is loſt, 
And bare three ſcore is all ev'n that can boaſt ; 
Our ſons their father's failing language ſee, 
And ſuch as Chaucer is, ſhall Dryden be. 

So when the faithful pencil has deſign'd, 
Some bright idea of the maſter's mind, 
Where a new world leaps out at his command, = 
And ready nature waits upon his hand : 

When the ripe colours ſoften and unite, 
And ſweetly melt into juſt ſhade and V'ght ; 
When mellowing years their full perfection give, 
And eac h bold figure juſt begins to live, 
2 CEE 
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The trzach'rous colours the fair art betray, 
And all the bright creation fades away! 

Unhappy wit, like moſt miſtaken things, 
| Atones not for that envy which it brings. 
In youth alone its empty pra ſe we boaſt, 
But ſoon the ſhort-l:v'd vanuy is loſt: 
Like ſome fair flow'r the early ſpring ſupplies, 
That gayly bluoms, but ev'n in blooming dies. 
What is tus wit, which muit our cares employ? 
The owner's wife that other men enjoy: 
Then moſt cur trouble ſlill when moit admir'd, 
And ſtill the more we give, the more requr'd : 
Whoſe fame with pains we giard, but loſe with eaſe, 
Sure ſome to vex, but never all to pleaſe ; 
*F is what the vicious fear, the virtuous ſhun, 
By fools tis hated ; and by knaves undone ! 

If wit ſo much from ign'rance undergo, 
Ah let not learning too commence its foe ! 
Of old, thoſe met rewards who could excell, 
And ſuch were prais'd who but endeavour'd well; 
Tho” triumphs were to generals only due, 
Crowns were referv'd to grace the ſoldiers too. 
Now, they who reach Parnaſſus' lofty crown, | 
_ Employ their pains to ſpurn ſome others down; 
And while ſelf-love each jealous writer rules, 
Contend ing wits become the ſport of fools : 
But ſtill the worſt with moſt regret commend, 
For each ill author is as bad a friend. 


ED 

To what baſe ends, and by what abject ways, 
| Are mortals urg'd thro? facred luſt of praiſe ! 
Ah ne'er ſo dire a thirſt of glory boaſt, 

Nor in the critic let the man be loft. 
Good-nature and good- ſenſe mult ever join; 
To err is human, to forgive, divine. 
But if in noble minds ſome dregs remain 
Not yet purg'd off, of ſpleen and four diſdain ; 
Diſcharge that rage on more provoking crimes, 
Nor fear a dearth in theſe flagitious times. 
No pardon vile obſcenity ſhould find, 

Tho' wit and art conſpire to move your mind; 
But dulneſs with obſcenity muſt prove | 
As ſhameful ſure as impotence in love. 

In the fat age of pleaſure, wealth, and eaſe, 


Sprung the rank weed, ee Spe aha 


When love was all an eafy monarch's care; 
Seldom at council, never in a war: 

Jilts rul'd the ſlate, and ſtateſmen farecs writ : 
Nay wit had penſions, and young lords had wit: 
The fair fat panting at a courtier's play, 

And not a maſk went unimprov'd away ; 

The modeſt fan was lifted up no more, | 
And virgins ſmul'd at what they bluſh'd before. 
The following licence of a foreign reign 

Did all the dregs of bold Socinus drain ; 

Then unbelieving prieſts reform'd the nation, 
And taught more pleaſant methods of ſalvation ; 


Where 
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Where hear 'u's free ſubjects might their r guts difpute, 
Lei God himſelf ſhould ſccm too ah ſolute: 
Fulnits their ſacred ſatire learn'd to ſpare, 
Ant vice admnir'd to find a flatt'rer there! 
Encourag'd thus, wit's Titans brav'd the ſkies, 
Aud the prefs groan'd with Lcens'd blafpnem.es. 
Theſe monflers, critics! with your darò engage, 
| Here point your thunder, and exhauſt your rage! 
Yet fhun their fault, who, ſcandaloully nice, 
Will needs miſtake an author into vice; | 
All ſeems inſected that th'inſected ſpy, 
As all looks yellow to the jaundic'd eye. 
Learn then what morals critics ought to ſhow, 
For 'tis but half a judge's taſk, to know. 
Lis not enough, taſte, judgment, Larning, join; 
In all you ſpeak, let truth and candour ſlune: 
That not alone what to your ſenſe is due 
All may allow; but: f=2k your friendfhip too. 
Be ſilent always when you doubt your ſenſe ; 
And ſpeak, tho' ſure, with ſeem'ng d ffidence: 
Som? poſitive, p2rlilt.ng fops we know, 
VWho if once wrong, will nceds be always ſo; 
But you, with pleaſure own your errors palt, 
And make each day a critique on the laſt. 
Tis not enough your counſel ſtill be true; 
Blunt truths more mi. ſchief than nice falfhouds do; 
Men mull be taught as if you taught them not, 
Aud things unknown propus'd as things forgot. | 
. | | Without 
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Without good- breeding truth is di ſappro d; 
That only makes ſuperior ſenſe belor l. | 
Be niggards of advice on no pretence : | 
For the worſt avarice is that of ſenſe, 5 
With mean complacence ne er betray your truſt, 
Nor be ſo civil as to prove unjuſt. 
Fear not the anger of the wiſe to raiſe ; 
| Thoſe beſt can bear reproof, who merit praiſe. 
__ *'Twere well might critics ſtill this freedom take, 
But Appius reddens at each word you ſpeak, 
And ſtares tremendous with a threat ning eye, 
Like ſome fierce tyrants in old tapeſtry. 
Fear moſt to tax an honourable fool. 
Whoſe right it is, uncenſur'd to be dull; 
Such, without wit, are poets when they Rn 
As without learning they can take degrees. 
Leave dang'rous truths to unſucceſsful fatires, 
And flattery to fulſome dedicators, 
Whom, when they praiſe, the world believes no more, 
Than when they promiſe to give ſcribling o'er. 
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Tis beſl ſometimes your cenſure to reſtrain, 

And charitably let the dull be vain: 

| Your ſilence there is better than your ſpite, 

For who can rail fo long as they can write ? 

Still humming on, their drouzy courſe they keep, 

And laſh'd fo long, like tops are laſh'd alleep. 

Falſe ſteps but help them to renew the race, 

As, after ſlumbling, jades will mend their pace. 
What 
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What crouds of theſe impenently bold, 
In ſounds and jingling ſyllables grown old, 
Still run on poets, in a raging vein, 
Evx'n to the dregs aud ſqueezings of the brain, 


| Strain out the laſt dull droppings of their ſenſe, 


And rhyme with all the rage of impotence. 
Such ſhameleſs bards we have ; and yet 'tis true 
There are as mad, abandon d critics too. 
The bookful blockhead ignorantly read, 
Wich loads of learned lumber in his head, 
Wich his own tongue ſtill edifies his ears, 
And always liſt' ning to himſelf appears, 
All books he reads, and all he reads aſſails, 
| From Dryden's fables down to D'urfey's tales. 
With him moſt authors ſteals their works, or buy ; 
' Garth did not write his own Diſpenſary. £5 
Name a new play, and he's the poet's friend, 
Nay ſhow'd his faults—but when would poets mend ? 
No place fo ſacred from ſuch fops is barr'd, 


| Nor is Paul's church more ſafe than Paul's church-yard: 


Nay fly to altars ; where they'll talk you dead ; 
Nor fools ruſh in where angels fear to tread ; 


| Diftruſtful ſenſe with modeſt caution ſpeaks, 


| It ſtill looks home, and ſhort excurſions makes; 
} But rattling nonſenſe in full vollies breaks, 
I And never ſhock'd, and never turn'd aſide 

} Burſt out, reſiſtleſs, with a thund' ring tide. 


But 
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But where's the man, who counſ-l can beflow 
Still pleas'd to teach, and yet too OW to know ? 
Unb:as'd, or by favour, or by ſpite 
Nor dully prepolſe{s'd, nor blindly ws 
Tho? learn'd, well-bred ; and tho' well-bred, incere ; - 
Modeſty bold, and humanly ſevere; 
Who to a friend his faults can freely ſhow, 
And gladly prize the merit of a foe ? 

Bleſt with a tafle exact, yet unconfin'd; 
A knowledge boch of books and human kind; 
Gen'rous converſe ; a foul excmpt from pride; 
And love to pra.ſe, with reaſon on his fide ? 

Such once were critics; ſuch the happy few, 
Athens and Rome in better ages knew, | 
The mighty Stagirite fhrit left the ſhore, | 
Spread all his fails, and durſt the deeps explore; 
He iteer'd ſecurely, and diſcover'd far, 
Led by the light of the Maowan far, 
Poets, a race long unconkn'd and free, 
Su!l fond and proud af favage bheriy, 


Receiv'd his laws; and Noo convinced etwas 


Who conquer'd nature, ſhould pre nde oor wit. 
Horace fil charms with graceful negligence, 

And without method talks us into lenſe 8 

Will, Uke a friend, familia. ly convey 

Ihe trueſt notiors in the cafe way, 

He, who ſupreme in judgment. , in wit, 


Might bold:y ccnfute, as he b.. e win, 


vet 


1 
Our critics take a contrary extreme. 
They judge with fury, but they write with phlegm : 
Nor ſuffers Horace more in wrong tranſlations 


By wits, than critics in as wrong quotations. 
See Diony ſius Homer's thoughts refine, 

And call new beauties forth from ev'ry line! 
Fancy and art in gay Petronius pleaſe, 

The ſcholar's learning, with the courtier's eaſe. 

J. In grave Quintilian's copious work, we find 

| The juſteſt rules, and cleareſt method join'd : 

| Thus uſeful arms in magazines we place, 

All rang'd in order and diſpos'd with grace, 

| But leſs to pleaſe the eye, than arm the hand, 

Sull fit for uſe, and ready at command. 

| Thee, bold Longinus ! all the nine inſpire, 

And bleſs their critic with a poet's fire. 

An ardent judge, who zealous in his truſt, 

Vic warmth gives ſentence, yet is always juſt : 

1 Whoſe own example ſtrengthens all his laws ; 

And is himſelf that great ſublime he draws. 

| Thus long ſucceeding critics juſtly reign'd, 

E Oe. 
Learning and Rome alike in empire grew; 

And arts ſtill follow d where her eagles flew ; 

dom the ſame foes, . at laſt, both felt their doom, 
lud the ſame age ſaw learning fall, and Rome. 

Vich Tyranny, then ſuperſtition join d, 

| 5 that the body, 29 the mind ; 
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Much was bohev d, beit Ute wnd-rflond. + 
fund w be dill wii conflen'd to he uod; 

A frond Ib igo learning thus “er- cun, 

And the Monks finiſi'd what the Goths be zun. 

At length Eraſmus, that grea: injur'd name, 
(Tas glory of the prieſtnond, and the ſhane !) 

. Sren'd che wild torrent of a barb' ros 2.55, 
And drove thoſe holy vandals off the flage. 

But fre ! each muſe, in Leo's golden days, 
Starts from her trance, and trims her w'ther'd bays, 
Rome's ancient genius, Oer its mins ſpread, 
Shakes of the duſt, and roars his rev rend head. 
Then ſculpture and her filter arts revive ; 
Stones leap'd to form, and rocks began to li ve; 
Vil'ich ſweeter notes each riſing temple rung ; 

A Raphael painted, and a Vida feng. 

Immortal Vida: on whoſe hunour'd brow 

Te poct's bays, and eritic's ivy grow 

Cremona now {hall ever boaſt thy name. 

As next in place to Mantua, next in fame! 

Put Coon by imp ons arms from Latium chas'd, 
Their ancient bounds the banifli'd muſes paſsd 
Inence arts o'er all the northern world advance. 
But critic-learaing fuurith' d molt in France ; 
"The rules a nation, born to ſerve, obeys ; ; 
And Bo'lean 1 in r: zht of Horace ſways. 
Rut we. brave Britons, foreign laws deſpis'd, 
And kept unconquer'd and unciviliz'd ; 
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Fierce for the liberties of wit, and bold, 
We :!l ded the Ronan, as of vid. 
Yet ſo ne there were, among tlie found:r fv 
Of chole who leis profarn'd, and better knew, 
u ho durſl affert che j. ler ane ent cauſe, 
| And here reſtor'd wirs fundumental laws. 
Such was the muſe, whoſe rules and practice :, 


Nature's chef maſlor- . ce iS wieting well.“ 


Such was Roſcommen, not more l-arn'd chan good, 


Wich manners geu'rois as his noble blood ; 
Io him the wit of Greece aud Jon: was knows 
And ev'ry author's merit, but hs own. 
Such late was Walch —:lle muſe's judge and friend, 
Whojuft'y knew to bla. ne or : commend 3 = 
| To fangs mild, but zca!lous for deſert; 

Tue clearell head, and the ſincereſt heart. 
This humble pra:ſ:, lamented ſhade ! rece.v2y 
huis praiſe at leaſt ns muſe may g give: 
The muſe whoſe early vo ce you taught to ſing, 
' Preferib'd her heights, and prun'd her tender wing, 
(Her guide now loſt) no more attempts to riſe, 
But in low numbers ſhort excurſions tries : 
Content, if hence th'unlcarn'd their wants may view, 
The learn'd reflect on what before they knew : 
| Careleſs of cenſure, nor too fond of fame: 
Still pleas'd to praiſe, yet not afra:d to blame; 
Averſe alike to flatter or off-rd : 
Not free from faults, nor yet too vain to mend. 
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PALEMON AND LAVINI 4. 


By JAMES THOMSON. 


= lovely young Lavinia once had friends; 
And fortune ſmil'd, deceitful, on her birth. 
For in her helpleſs years depriv d of all, | 
Of every ſlay, fave innocence and heaven, 
She with her widow'd mother, feeble, old, 
And poor, liv'd in a cottage, farretir'd 

Among the windings of a wooden vale ; 
Buy ſolitude and deep furrounding ſhades, 
Bus more by baſhful modeſty conceal'd, 
Together thus they ſhunn'd the cruel ſcorn 
Which virtue, funk to poverty, would meet 
Almoſt on nature's common bounty fed, 
Like the gay birds that ſung them to repoſe, 
Content, and careleſs of to-morrow's fare. 
Her form was freſher than the morning roſe, 
When the dew wets its leaves; unſtain' d and pure, 
As is the lily, or the mountain ſnow. 
The modeſt virtues mingled in her eyes, 
Still on the ground dejefted, darting all 

Their humid beams into the blooming flowers: 
Or when the mournful tale her mother told, 
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Oft what her faithleſs fortune promis'd once, 


Thrill d in her thought, they, like the dewy far 
Of evening, {hone in tears. A native grace, 
Sat fair proportion'd on her pol ſh d limbs, 
Veil'd in a ſimple robe, their bell attire, 
Beyond the pomp of dreſs: for lovelineſs 
Needs not the foreign aid of orna:nent, 

But is when unadorn'd adorn'd the molt. 


Thoughtleſs of beauty, ſhe was beauty's ſeif,, 


Recluſe amidit the cloſe embower:ng woods, 
As in the hollow breait of Apennine, | 
Beneath the ſhelter of encircling hills, 


A myrtle riſes, far from human eye, 


And breaths its balmy fragrance o'er the wild: 


So flouriſh'd blooming, and unſeen by all, 


The ſweet Lavinia: till, at length, compell-d 
By ſtrong neceſſity 's fupreme command. 
Wich ſiniling patience in her looks, ſhe went 


To glcan Palemon's fields. The 2: de of ſwains 


Palemon was, the generous, and he rich; 


V ho led the rural life in all its jey 


And elegance, ſuch as Arcadian ſong 
Tranſmits from ancient uncor rupted times; 


When ty rant cuſtom had not ſhackled man, 
But free to follow nature was the mode. 
He then, his fancy wich autumnal ſcenes 
Amuſing, chanc'd beſide his reaper train 
To walk, when poor Lavinia drew his eye: 
C 3 Unconſci 
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Unednſcious of her power, and turning quick 
Wich unaffefted bluſhes, from his gaze ; 
He ſaw her charming, but he ſaw not half 
The charms her down-caſt modeſty conceal'd, 
That very moment love and chaſte defire 
Sprung in his boſom, to himſelf unknown; 
For ſtill the world prevail'd, and its dread laugh 
Which fearce the firm philoſopher can ſcorn, 
Should his heart own a gleaner in the field, - 
And thus in ſecret to his ſoul he figh'd : 
What pity ! that ſo delicate a ferm, 
© By beauty kindled, where enlivening ſenſe 
And more than vulgar goodneſs ſeem to dwell, 
Should be devotod to the rude embrace 
Of ſome indecent clown ! ſhe looks, methinks, 
Oft old Acaſto's line: and to my mind 
From whom my liberal fortune took its riſe ; 
No to the duſt gone down; his houſes, lands, 
And once fair-ſpreading family diſſolv d. 
* *Tis ſaid that in ſome lone obſcure retreat, 
* Urg'd by remembrance fad, and decent pride, 
Far from thoſe ſcenes which knew their better days, 
© His aged widow and his daughter live, 
© Whom yet my fruitful ſearch could never find. 
Romantic wiſh ! would this the daughter were !* 
When, ſtrict enquiring, from herſelf he found 
She was the ſame, the daughter of his friend, | 
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Ot bountiful Acaſto; who can ſpeak 


The mingled paſſions that furpriz'd his heart, 
And through his nerves in ſhivering tranſport ran ? 


Then blaz'd his ſmother'd flane, avow'd, and bold; 


And as he view'd her, ardent, o'er and o'er, 
L ore, gratitude, and pity wept at once. 
Confus'd and frighten'd at his ſadden tears, 
Her rifing beauties fluſh'd a higher bloom, 
As thus Palemon, paſhonate, and juſt, 
Pour'd our the pious rapture of his foul. 

© And art thou then Acaito's dear remains ? 


= She whom my reſtleſs gratitude has fought 


© So long in vain? O yes! the very ſame, 
A 
Alire, his every feature, every look, 
More elegantly toueh d. Sweeter than ſpring! 
Thou ſole ſurviving bloſſom from the root 
That nouriſh'd up my fortune ! ſay, ab where, 
In what ſequeſter'd de ſart, haſt thou drawn 
The kindeſt aſpett of delighted heaven ? 
Into ſuch beauty ſpread, and blown fo fair; 
© Tho? poverty's cold wind, and cruſhing rain, 
© Beat keen and heavy on thy tender years! 


O let me now, into a richer ſoil, 


« Tranſplant thee ſafe ! W 
Diffuſe their warmeſt, mildeſt influence; 
And of my garden be the pride, and joy ! 


It ill beſus thee, O it ill beſita 
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Acaſlo's daughter, his whoſe open flores, 

© Though vaſt, were little to his amplcr heart, 

The father of a country, thus to pick 

© The very refuſe of thoſe harveſt fields, 

© Which from his bounteous friendſ{l'p I enjoy. 

© Then throw that ſhameful pittance from thy hand, 

But ill apply'd to ſuch a rugged taſk ; 

The fields, the maſter, all, my fair, are thine ; 
© If to the various bleſlings which thy houſe 
Has on me laviſh'd, thou wilt add that Eli, 
© That deareſt bliſs, the power of bleſſing thee !” 
Here ceas'd the youth: yet ſtill his ſpeaking cya 

Expreſo d the ſacred triumph of his ſoul. 

Wich conſcious virtue, gratitude, and lore, | 

Above the vulgar joy divinely rais'd. 
Nor waited he reply. Won by the charm 
Of goodneſs irreſiſtible, and all 
In ſweet diſorder loſt, ſhe bluſh'd conſent. 
The news immediate to her mother brought, 
While, pierc'd with anxious thoughts, ſhe pin'd awzy 
The lonely moments for Lavinia's fate; 
Amaz'd, and ſcarce believing what ſhe heard, 
Joy ſeiz'd her wither'd veins, and one bright gleam 
Of ſetting life ſhone on her evening hours : 
Nor leſs enraptur'd than the happy pair; 
Who flouriſh'd long in tender bliſs, and rear'd 
A numerous offspring, lovely like themſelves, 
And good, the grace of all the country round. 
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 FANITY oz HUMAN WISHES. 


IN+* IMITATION OF” THE 


TENTH SATIRE or JUVENAL. 


By SAMUEL JOANSON. = 
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ET obſervation with extenſive view, 
Survey mankind, from China to Peru ; 
And watch the buſy ſcenes of crowded life ; 


Then fay how hope and fear, defire and hate, 
O'erſpread with ſnares the clouded maze of fate, 

| Where wav'ring man, betray'd by vent'rous pride, 
To tread the weary paths without a guide; : 


As treach'rous phantoms in the miſt delude, 


Ho rarely reaſon guides the {tubborn choice, 


Rules the told hand, or prompts the ſuppliant voice, 


How nations fink, by darling ſchemes oppreſs d. 


When vengeance liſtens to the fool's requeſt. 
Fate wings with ev'ry. with th afllictive datt, 
Each gift of nature, and each grace of art. 
With fatal heat impetuous courage glows, 
Wich fatal ſweetneſs elocution flows, 
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Impeachment ſtops the ſpcaber's powerful breads, 
And reltlefs fire priecip'taics un death, 
But fearce. vb ferv'd the kiowing and the Luld, 
Fall in the gei.'ral inalfacre of geld; | 
W.c-watl.ng peſt ! cha rag.s urconfin'd, 


And crowds wich cr.mcs Le records of mankind ; 


For goid Als ſword the ltrelirg ruhan draws, 
For gold the hireling ju; » Cl ihe laws; 
Weal.h heap'd on wealth, nor truth nor ſafciy buys,. 9 
Tlle dangers gather as the treaſures riſe, | 

Let hiſt' iy tell where rival kings command, 

And dubious tile ſhakes tlie madded land, 
When ſlatues ylcan the refuſe of the four, 

| Huw much more ſale ihe vaſſal than i lord; 

Low ſkuiks the hind beneain .he rage of pow 7, 

And leaves the wealthy trator in che Tow'r, 

Untouch'd his cottage, and h's ſlumbers ſound, 

Tho'conhſcation's vultures hover round. 

The needy traveller, ſerene and gay, 
Walks the wild heath, and ſings his toil away. 
Does envy ſeize thee ? cruſh th'upbraiding joy, 

Increaſe his riches and his peace deſtroy, 
New fears in dire viciſſitude invade, 
The rultling brake alarms, and quiv'ring ſhade. 
Nor light nor darkneſs bring his pain relief, 
One ſhews the plunder, and one hides the thief. 
Vet ft:il one gen'ral cry the {k'es affails, 
And gain and grandeur loads the tainted gales ; 


Few 
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Few know tire toiling flatefhnan's fear or care, 


Ii 'inflions r.val and the gip'ng heir. 


Oe more, De:nocritus, arif- on earth, 


Wi cheerful dom and inſtcuct ve mirth, 


Se m toy fe in modern trappinge dreſs'd. 


And feed w. varied fool: thizternal jeſl: 
Thon wie cid langh where want enchain'd caprice, 
Tv l criſh's} conceit, and man ws of a piece; 


Were wealth unlov'd without a monrner dy'd ; 


And ſcarce a ſycophant was fed by pride; 
Where no'er was known the form of mock debate, 


Or ſcen a new made mayor's unwieldy ſtate; 
Where change of fav'rites made no change of laws, 


And ſc nates heard before they judg'd a caufe ; 


How wouldſt thou ſhake at Britain's mod ſh tribe, 


Dart the quick tant, and edge the piercing gibe? 

Attentive truth and nature to decry, 

And pierce each ſcene with philoſophie eye. 

To thee were ſolemn toys or empty ſhow, 

Tae robes of pleafure and the ves of woe : 

All aid the farce, and all thy mir. h maintain, 

Whoſe joys are caufclefs, or whoſe griefs are vain. 
Such was the ſcorn that fiil'd the ſage's mind, 

Renew'd at ev'ry glance on human kind ; 

How juſt that ſcorn ere yet that voice declare, 

Search every flate, and canvaſs e ry pray r. 
Unnumber'd ſuppl'ants crond Preferment's gate, 


Athirſt for wealth, and burning to be great; 


 Delufive 
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Deluſive Fortune hears th inceſſant call, 
On ev'ry ſtage the foes of peace attend, 
Hate dogs their flight, and inſult mocks their end. 
Love ends with hope, the finking ſtateſman's door 
Pours in the morning worſhipper no more. 
For growing names, the weekly ſcribbler lies, 
To growing wealth the dedicator flies; 
From ev'ry room defcends the painted face, 
And fmoak'd in kitchens, or in auctions ſold, 
| To better features yields the frame of gold; 
For now no more we trace m ev'ry line 
Heroic worth, benevolence divine : 
The form diſtorted juſtifies the fall, 
Sign her foes doom, or guard her fav'rites zeal ? 
ro Freedom's ſom no more remonſtrance rings, 
Our ſupple tribes repreſs their patriot throats, 
And aſk no queſtions but the price of votes ; 
Their wiſh is full to riot and to rail. 
Law in his voice, and fortune in his hand: 
To him the church, the realm, their pow'rs conſign, 
Thro' him the rays of regal bounty ſhine, 


Still 
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Still to new heights his reſtleſs wiſhes tow'r, 
Claim leads to claim, and pow'r advances power: 
| Till conqueſt unreſiſled ceas'd to pleaſe, 
And rights ſubmitted, left him none to ſeize. 
At length his ſov'reign frowns—the train of ſlate 
Mark the keen glance, and watch the fign to hate. 
Where-e'er he turns he meets a ſtranger's eye, 
His ſuppliants ſcorn him, and his followers fly ; 
At once is loſt the pride of awful ſtate, | 
The golden canopy, the glitt'ring plate. 
The regal palace, the luxurious board, 
The liv'ried army, and the menial lord. 
Wich age, with cares, with maladies oppreſs'd. 
He ſeeks the refuge of monaſtic rell. 
| Grief aids diſeaſe, remember's folly flings, 
And his laſt ſighs reproach the faith of kings. 
Speak thou, whoſe thoughts at humble peace repine, 
Shall Wolſey's wealth, with Wolſey's end be thine ? 
Or liv'ſt thou now, with ſafer pride content, 
The wiſeſt juſtice on the banks of Trent? 
For why did Wolſcy near the ſleeps of fate, 
On weak foundations raiſe th'enormous weight? 
Why but to ſink beneath misfortune's blow, 
With louder ruin to the gulphs below? 
What gave great Villiers to th'aſſaſſin's knife, 
And fix'd diſeaſe on Harley's cloſing life? 
What murder'd Wentworth, and what exil'd Hyde, 
By kings protected, and to SPP 'd? 
v ol. III. 11. What 
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What but their wiſh indulg'd in courts to thine, 
Aud pow'r too great to keep, or to relign ? 
When krit the college rolls receive his name, 
he young enthuſiaſt quits his caſe for fame; 
Through all his veins the fever of renown 


Spreads from the ſtrong contagion of the gown ; 
 Ofer Bodley's dome his future labours ſpread, 
And * Bacon's manſion trembles o'er his head. 
Are theſe thy views ? proceed, illuſtrious youth, 
And virtue guard thee to the throne of Truth ! 
| Yet ſhould thy foul indulge the gen'rous heat, 
Till captive Science yields her laſt retreat; 
Should Reaſon guide thee with her brighteſt ray, 
And pour on miſty doubt reſiſileſs day; 
Should no falſe kindneſs lure to looſe delight, 
Nor Praiſe relax, nor Difficulty fright ; 
Should tempting Novelty thy cell refrain, 
And Sloth effuſe her opiate fumes in vain ; 
Should beauty blunt on fops her fatal dart, 
Nor claim the triumph of a letter'd heart; 
Should no Diſeaſe thy torpid veins invade, 
Nor Melancholy's phantoms haunt thy ſhade ; 


Yet 


* There is @ tradition, that the fludy of friar Bacon, 
built on an arch over the bridge, will fall, when @ man 
greater than Bacon fhall paſs under it. 
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Yet hope not l. fe from grief or danger free, 
Nor ihink the doom of man rever:'d for thee : 
Deign on the pailing world to turn thine eyes, 
And pauſe awhile from lette ro, to be wiſe ; 


There mark what ills the ſcholar's life affail, 


Toil, envy, want, the patron, and the jail, 
Sce nations ſlowly wife, and meanly juſt, 
To buried merit raife the tardy buſt. 
If dreams yet flatter, once again attend, 
Hear Lydiat's fe, and Galileo's end. 
Nor deem, when Learning her laſt prize beſtows, 
The glitt'ring eminence exempt from woes; 
See when the vulgar ſcape, deſpis d or aw'd, 
Rebellion's vengeful talons ſeize on Laud. 
From meaner minds, tho' ſmaller fines content 


The plunder'd palace or ſequeſter'd rent; 


Mark' d out by dang' rous parts he meets the ſhock, 


And fatal Learning leads him to the block: 
Around his tomb let Art and Genius weep, 
But hear his death, ye blockheads, hear and ſleep. 


| The ravilh'd flandard, and the captive foe, 
The ſenate's thanks, the gazette's pompous tale, 


With force reſiſtleſs o'er the brave prevail. 
Such bribes the rapid Greek o'er Aſia whicl'd, 
For ſuch the ſteady Romans ſhook the world; 
For ſuch in diſtant lands the Britons ſhine, 


And ſtain with blood-the Danube or the Rhine; 
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This pow'r has praiſe, that virtue ſcarce can warm, 
Till fame ſuppl'es the univerſal charm. 

Let Reaſon frowns on war's unequal game, 


| 


Where waſted nations rai'e a fingle name. 
And mortgag'd Rates their grandfires wreaths regret, 
From age to age in everlaſting debt; | 
Wreaths which at laſt the dear-bought right convey 
To ruſt ow medals, or on ſtones decay. | 
On what foundation ſtands the warrior's pride, 
How juſt his hopes let Swediſh Charles decide; 
A frame of adamant, a ſoul- of fire, | 
No danger's fright him, and no labours tire; 
O'er love, o'cr fear extends his wide domain, 
Unconquer d lord of pleaſure and of pain; 
No joys to him pacific ſceptres yield, 
War ſounds the trump, he ruſhes to the field; 
Behold ſurrounding kings their pow'rs combine, 
And one capitulate, and one reſign; 
Peace courts his hand, but ſpread her charms in vain ; 


Think nothing gain d, he cries, till nought remain, 


On Moſcow's walls till Gothic ſtandards fly, 
And all be mine beneath the polar ſky,” 
The march begins in military ſtate, 
And nations on his cye ſuſpended wait ; 
Stern Famine guards the ſolitary coaſt, 
And Winter barricades the realms of Froſt ; 
He comes, not want and cold his courſe delay ;j— 
Hide, bluſhing Glory, hide Pultowa's dag: 
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The vanquiſh'd hero leaves his broken bands, 
And ſhews his ratferies in diſtant lands; 
Condemn d a needy ſupplicant to wait; 


While ladies interpoſe, and flaves debate. 


But did not Chance at length her error mend ? 


Did no ſubverted empire mark his end ? 


Did riva! monarchs give the fatal wound ? 
Or hoſtile millions preſs him to the ground? 
His fall was deſtin'd to a barren ſtrand, 


A petty forirefs, and a dubious hand; 


He left the name, at which the world grew pale, 


To point a moral, or adorn a tale. 


All times their ſcenes of pompous woes afford, 


' From Perfia's tyrant, to Bavaria's lord. 


In gay hoſtility, and barb' rous pride, 

Wich half mankind embatiled at his ſide, 
Great Xerxes comes to ſeize the certain prey, 
And ſtarves exhauſted regions in his way; 
Attendant Flatt'ry counts his my riads oer, 


Till counted my riads ſooth his pride no more; 
Freſh praiſe is try d till madneſs fires his mind, 


The waves he laſhes, and enchains che wind; 

New pow'rs are claim'd, new pow”rs are ſtill beſtow d, 
Till rude reſiſtanee lops the ſpreading god; | 
The daring Greeks deride the martial ſhow, 

And heap their vallies with the gaudy foe ;  * 


Th' infulted fea with humbler thoughts he gains, 


A ſingle {iff to ſpeed his flight remains; 
| 5 1 
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Th'incumber' d oar ſcarce leaves the dreaded coaſt 
Through purple billows and a floating hot. 
The bold Bavarian, in a luckleſs hour, 
| Tries the dread ſummits of Cæſarean pow'r, 
Wich unexpected legions burſls away, 
And ſees defencelefs realms receive his ſway ; 


Short ſway ! fair Auſtria ſpreads her mournful charms, 


The queen, the beauty, ſets the world in arms; 

From hull to hill the heacons rouſing blaze 

Spreads wide the hope of plunder and of praiſe ; 

The fierce Croatian, and the wild Huſſar, 

And all the ſons of ravage crowd the war; 

The baffled prince in honour's flatt'ring bloom 

Of haſty greatneſs ſtands the fatal doom, 

His foes deriſion, and his ſubjefts blame, 

And fteals to death from anguiſh and from ſhame. 
Enlarge my life with multitude of days, 

In health, in ſickneſs, thus the ſupplant prays ; 

Hides from himſelf his ſtate, and ſhuns to know, 

That life protrafted, is protrafted woe, 

Time hovers o'er, impatient to deſtroy, 

And ſhuts up all the paſſages of joy: 

En vain their gifts the bounteous ſeaſons pour, 

The fruit autumnahk, and the vernel flow'r, 

With liftleſs eyes. the dotard views the ſtore. 

He views, and wonders that they pleaſe no more ; 

Nor pall the taſteleſs meats, and joyleſs wines, 

And Luxury with ſighs her ſlave reſigns. 


3 | Approach ; 
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Approach, ye minſtrels, try the ſoothing ſtrain. 
And yield the tuneful lenitives of pain: 


No ſounds, alas, would touch th' impervious ear, 
Though dancing mountains witneſs'd Orpheus near 3. 


Nor lute nor lyre his feeble pow'r attend, 


Nor ſweeter muſic of a virtuous friend, 


But everlaſting diftates crowd his tongue, 


Perverſely grave or poſitively wrong. 
The {till returning tale, and ling'ring jeſt, 
Perplex the fawning niece and pamper'd gueſt, 


While growing hopes ſcarce awe the gath'ring ſneer, 
And ſcarce a legacy can bribe to hear ; = 
The watchful gueſts {till hint the laſt offence,. 


The daughter's petulance, the ſon's expence, 

Improve his heady rage with treach'rous ſkill, 

And mould his paſſions till they make his will. 
Unnumber'd maladies his joints invade, 


Lay fiege io life, and preſs the dire blockade ; 


But unextinguiſh'd Av' rice ſtill remains, 
And dreaded loſſes aggravate his pains ; 
He turns, with anxious heart and crippled hands, 
His bonds of debt, and mortgages of lands ;. 
Or view his coffers with ſufpicious eyes, 
Unlocks his gold, and counts it till he dies. 

But grant, the virtues of a temp rate prime 
Bleſs with an age exempt from ſcorn or crime; 


An age that melts in.unperceiv'd decay, 


And glides in modeſt innocence away; 2 
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Whoſe peaceful day Benevolence endears, 
The gen' ral fav'rite as the gen'ral friend: 
Such age there is, and who could wiſh its end? 

Let ev'n on this her load Mis fortune flings, 
. To preſs the weary minutes flagging wings; 
New ſorrow riſes as the day returns, 

A ſiſter ſickens, or a daughter mourns, 
Now kinared Merit fails the ſable bier, 
Now lacerated Friendihip claims a tear. 

Year chaſes year, decay purſues decay, 
Still drops ſome joy from with'ring life away ; 
New forms arife, and diſſ'rent views engage, 
Superfluous lags the vet'ran on the ſlage, 


Till pitying Nature figns the laſt releaſe, 


And bids alllifted worth retire to peace. 
But few there are whom hours like theſe await, 

Who ſet unclouded in the gulphs of Fate. 

From Lydia's monarch ſhoulf the ſearch deſcend, 

By © Solon — -NOR hes nd, . 


98 and follies of the wile ? 


From Marlb' rough's eyes the fireams. of dotage flow, 


And Swift expires a. div ler and a ſhow... . 6 
The teeming mother, anxious for her ace, 
Begs for each birth the fortune of a face.: = 
Yet Vane could tell what ills ſrom beauty ſpring ; 
And Sedley curs d the form. that pleas'd a king. 
Ye 
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Ye nymphs of roſy lips and radiant eyes, 
Whom pleaſure keeps too buſy to be wile, 


Whom joys with ſoft varietics invite, 


By day the frolic, and the dance by night, 
Who frown with vanity, who ſmile with art, 
And aſk the lateſt faſhion of the heart, $f 
What care, what rules your heedleſs charms ſhall favey 
Each nymph your rival, and each youth your flave ? 
Againſt your fame with fondneſs hate combines, 
The rival þatters, and the lover mines. 
With diſtant voice negletted Virtue calls, 
Lefs heard and leſs, the faint remonfrance falls ; 
Tir'd with conte mpt, ſhe quits the ſlipp'ry reign, 
And Pride and Prudence take her ſcat in vain, 
In crowd at once, where none the paſs defend, 
The harmleſs Freedom, and the private Friend. 
The guardians yield, by force ſuperior ply d; 
By Int'reſt, Prudence; and by Flatt'ry, Pride. 
Now beauty fall's betray'd, deſpis'd, diltreſs'd, 
And hiſſing Infamy proclaims the reſt. 
Where then ſhall Hope and Fear their objects find ? 
Muſt dull Suſpence corrupt the ſlagnant mind ? 
Muſt helpleſs man, in ignorance ſedate, - 
Roll darkling down the torrent of his fate? 
Muſt no diſlike alarm, no wiſhes riſe, 
No crics attempt the mercies of the ſkies ? 
Enquirer, ceaſe, petitions yet remain, 
Which heav'n may hear, nor deem religion vain. 
Stull 
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Sal raiſe for good the ſupplicating voice, 
But leave to heavꝰn the meaſure and the choice. 
Safe in his pow'r, whoſe eyes diſcern afar 
The ſecret ambuſh of a ſpecious pray'r. 
Implore his aid, in his deciſions reſt, 

Secure whate'er he gives, he gives the belt. 

Vet when the ſenſe of ſacred preſence fires, 
Pour forth thy fervours for a healthful mind, 
Obedient paſſions, and a will refign'd ; 

For love, which ſcarce collective man can fill: 
| For patience, fſov'reign oer tranſmnted ill; 
For faith, that panting for a happier ſeat, 
Counts death kind Nature's fignal of retreat : 
Theſe goods for man the laws of heav'n ordain, | 
| Theſe goods he grants, who grants the pow'r to gain; 


_ PHILOSOPHY. 
1 By JOHN MILTON. 
Ho charming is divine Philoſophy ! 
Not harſh, and crabbed, as dull fools ſuppoſe, 
But muſical as is Apollo's lute, 


Anda perpetual feaſt of netiar d feen. 
23 reigns. 


INELE 


| (Fear in his heart, and horror in his eyes) 


INKLE AN YARICO., 
ERCATOR “ tempted by the happy times, 
Quits his own ſhore for Oriental climes, 
With choiceſt goods his wealthy veſſel lades, 


And leaves for India's, Britain's cooler ſhades. 


But as, enraptur'd with indulgent gales, 
That kiſs'd each wave, and ſwell'd the curling fails, 
The veſſel drove, a ſudden burit of rain 


| Inpetuous ruffled the Cerulean plain ; 


And, whirl'd in hurricane, tumultuous fight. 
Surges on ſurges, waves on waves ariſe, 

| The cordage rattles, and with fails declin'd, 

The ſhip bewilder'd drives before the wind; 

Till weaken'd with th' extremes of Ocean's pow r. 
At laſt ſhe bulg'd againſt the Indian ſhore. 
When from an ambuſh, lo ! encircling round, 

A cloud of Indians thicken'd on the ground, 


And with barbaric rage, the crew they tore, 

| Eat of their fleſh, and quaff d the ſtreaming gore 
All but Mexcator ;—him, lo! flight unſeen 
No ſaves from death, and from the tragic fcene ; 


With tim'rous haſte amid the woods he. lies, 


ET, 
* The writer, for poetical reaſons, has altered the 
names to Mercator and Barſina. 
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Till ſpent with wearineſs, himſelf he laid 
Beneath a waving elm's embracing ſhade, | 
Where a long range of thick'ning foreſts grows, 
And twining boughs a cooling ſhade compoſe ; OD, 
Their pleaſing charms his reſtleſs thoughts controul, 
_ Soothe his tumultuous breaſt, and tune his ſoul. 
But lo! ere gentle ſleep had lent her aid, 
Forth from a thicket ruſh'd an Indian maid, 
Whom the hot ſum-beams tempted out to rove 
Throꝰ the thick mazes of this ſhady grove. 
Alluring beauty and perſuaſive grace 
Beam'd in her eye, and brighten'd in her face ; 
Her jetty treſſes flowing hung behind, 
And wildly wanton'd in each breeze of wind. 
| Refulgent jewels plac'd with artleſs care, 
And ſhining bugles glitter'd on her hair, 
Whoſe beams reflect the ſun's meridian ray, 
And add new ſplendor to the blaze of day. 
At once they ſaw, with wonder and ſurpriſe, 
Commutual paſſion darting in their eyes, 
While from each boſom ſympathetic ſighs, 
And mutual heavings, mutual tears ariſe ; 
The undiſtinguiſh'd forms of ſpeech imparts 
A tort'ring anguiſh to each longing heart, 
The pow ers of language too deficient prove 
To ſhew the thrilling ecſlacy of love; 
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But ſouls like theirs, my ſte riouſſy wrought, 
Converſe by ſilent ſympathy of thought. 
She led Mzxcaror to a friendly ſliade, 


A cooling grotto elegantly made, 
"Where ſweet Sabzan odours fragrant bloom, 


Their ſmells diffuſing round a rich perfume ; 


| Where hyacinthus, and the purple roſe, 
A downy bed of various ſweets compoſe. 
Þ She plac'd him there, and gave a choice repaſt, 


Subſlantial food, delicious to the taſte ; 


And in a curious ſhell with ſpeed ſhe brings 
Ot when the moon, in trembling ſtreams of light, 


| | A palerday med oer the gloomof night ; 


But 


And when with gentle fighs the ev'ning breeze 


Remurmur'd ſoftly thro' the whiſp'ring trees, 
Pleas'd ſhe would lead him thro” the ſhady ſcenes 


Too anxious leſt each gale of breezy air 


Should hurt her love, or diſcompoſe his hair; 
Or, while he ſlept, wou'd tune the melting ſong, 
Or modulate the muſic of her tongue.— 
| Thus for ſome months, — 
Once, as they walk'd ina ſequeſter'd grove, 


And am'rous told the pleaſing tale of love, 
The Indian maid began, and with a ſigh, 
That fetch'd a pcarly tear into her eye, 


ES) 


* 
Thus ſpoke (for to expreſs herſelf ſhe'd found e 1 
In Engliſh accents and diſtinguifh'd found) 4 

Still as I view etheſe ever-pleaſing Low'rs, a 
Once the dear ſcenes of thy Bazxs1xA's hours, 4 
Corroding thoughts and ſad reflections riſe, i 
© And all the parent triumphs in my eyes. 4 
Mncarox! oh, the thought diſturbs my reſt, 5 
And ſpreads its thrilling horrors in my breaſt, | 6 

Once a3 I ilzpt beſide yon ſoft caſcade, = 7 
+ While Cynthia's pearly beams around me play'd, 6 
Sudden appear'd a viſionary fair, 6 
6 Whoſe radiant luſſ re brighten'd all the air; af «& 

A virgin's veſt the blooming phantom wore, 6 
And in her hand a verdant thyrſus bore ; 6 
© Then wav'd it thrice, and ſpoke, Unhappy Fair, J, 0 
And vaniſh'd from my fight in fluid air. 1 pe 
O ſay, my love, what means this phantom gueſt, | « 
And why theſe horrors in my tortur'd breaſt ? 3 

She ſaid, and ceas'd; her lucid eye-bails pour 6 

In chryſtal ſlreams the ſoft diſtilling ſhow'r, : 

The ſalient blood its fprighily courſe d:{dains, b 


And curdling freezes in her icy veins; 


Con kuſion on her falling ſpirits hung, 


And haif-form'd accents flutter'd on her tongue, 


Rous'd from this fainting fit, MERCATOR preſt 4 
The weeping beauty to his am'rous breaſt, 14 
And ſought by balmy words to calm her fears, | } 
And fem the ſwelling torrent of her tears: 


+ Thus 


. 

© Thus my Bans ix A, as I view (he ſaid) 

© Unrival'd bcauues in my lovely maid, = 

© Alas ! thy ſor rows doubly touch my heart, 
Wich equal grief and {y:npatizing ſinart; 

« Each chryllal tear, with agunlzing pains, = 
© Runs thro” my ſoul, and thi:ils along my veins. 
6. Heav'ns ! fhall a nothing, an ideal ſhade, 

s Whoſe poor exiſtence is by fancy made 

« Diffuſe its horrors thro' thy tender breaſt, 


+ Taint ev'ry thought and diſcompoſe thy reſt ? 


Why wall thou born with ſuch a coward mind, 
© The ſport of ſhadows, or a gale of wind 7? 


Forſake theſe barb' rous coalts, theſe ſavage plain, 


© Where tyranny and ſuperſtition reigns : 
This arm ſhall guard BARINA from the foe, 
6 Repel each ſtorm, and intercept each blow; 
Thou, lovelieſt of thy fex, in me ſhalt find 
A tender parent, and a lover kind, 
And in my country, gloriouſiy array 'd, 
« Shalt ſhine in crimſon, or more rich brocade ; 
And thy ſweet charms with elegance expreſs 
All the grand gay variety of dreſs.” 

Theſe ſilken words an eaſy entrance find, 


And charm the poor deluded Indian's mind ; 

Frequent ſhe climbs a lofty mountain's brow, 
Her far- ſtretch'd eye- balls ikim the deeps below ; - 

At length an Engliſh ſhip, by tempeſts toſt, 

For thelter makes th' inhoſpitable coaſt ; 
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The Indian fees, and rifing joys impart 
A chrilling pleaſure to her longing heart; 

Wich eager halle, borne on the zephyrs' wings, 
The joyful tidings to MExcaror brings, 
They both aſcend the ſhip—the azure ſea 
Wafts them ſpontaneous cn the chry ſtal way; 
And ſoon Barbadoes greets the ſwelling ſails. 
No more Baxs1xA's beauties now can move, 

But av rice triumphs o'er the ties of love; 
The wretch, by that deſtrutlive paſhon ſway d, 
To flav'ry fold the hoſpitable maid. FE 

She heard—and fell reluctant on his breaſt, 
Embrac'd the wretch, and with fond joys careſl— 
Then firove to ſpeak—in vain the accents riſe, 
Her fault'ring breath evaporates in ſighs ; : 

Nature oppreſa d grew weak—ſhe ſwoons—around 
A general ſigh diffus'd a mournful ſound— 

An heart of adamant wou'd melt in woe. 

And barren rocks in copious torrents flow ; 
Marble wou'd weep, and ſympathetic ſighs 

Force the pearl dew-drops from Barbarian eyes ; 
But he, relentleſs, ſails before the wind, ; 
And expeditious makes the fort aſſign d. 
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Her. vain Aang joys, 
The brood of folly, without father bred, 

- Mow little you beſted, 
Or fill the fixed mind with all your toys! 
Dwell in ſome idle brain, | 
. And fancies fond with gaudy ſhapes polleſs, 
As thick and numberleſs _ 

As the gay motes that people the ſum-beams, 
01 likeſt hovering dreams, 

The fickle penſioners of Morpheus train. 
| But hail, thou Goddeſs ſage and holy ! 
Hail, divineſt Melancholy! Do 
Whole faintly viſage is too bright 
To hit the ſenſe of human fight ; 
And therefore to our weaker view 
_ OFerlaid with black, ſtaid Wiſdom's hue ; 
Black, but ſuch as in effeem = 
Prince Memnon's ſiſter might beſeem: 
Or that ftarr'd Ethiop queen that ſtrove 
To ſet her beauty's praiſe abore | 
The Sea-Nymphs, and their pow'rs offended ; 
Yet thou art higher far deſcended : 
E 3 be Thee 
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Thee bright-hair'd Veſta long of yore 

To ſolitary Saturn bore ; 

His daughter ſhe ( (in Saturn's reign, 

Such mixture was not held a tain). 

Oft in glimm'ring bow'rs and glades 

He met her, and in ſecret ſhades 

Of woody Ida's inmoſt grove, 

Whale yet there was no fear of Jove. 

Come, penſive Nun, devout and pure, 

Sober, ſteadfaſt, and demure, 

All in a robe of darkeſt grain, 

And fable flole of Cyprus lawn, 

Over thy decent ſhoulders drawn. 

Come, but keep thy wonted ſtate, 

And locks commercing with the ſkies, 

The rapt foul fitting in thine eyes: 

There held in holy paſſion ſtill, 

Forget thyſelf to marble, till 

With a fad leaden downward caſt 

Thou fix them on the earth as faſt : 

Spare Faſt, that oft with Gods doth diet, 

And hears the Muſes in a ring 

Ay roundabout Jove's altar fing : 

And add to theſe retired Leiſure, 
That ia trim gardens takes his pleaſure, 
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But firſt and chiefeſt with thee bring 
Guiding the fiery-wheelcd throne, 
The cherub Contemplation ; 
And the mute Silence hiſt along, a 
In her ſweeteſt ſaddeſt plight, 
Smoothing the rugged brow of night, 
While Cynthia checks her dragon yoke, 
Gently o'er th' accuſtom'd oak; 
Sweet bird, that ſhunn unn 'I the noiſe of folly, 
Moſt muſical, moſt melancholy ! | 
Tree, chaunireſs, oft the woods among | 
And, milling thee, 1 
On the dry ſmooth-ſhaven green, 
Tobehold the wand'ring moon, 
Through the Heaven's wide pathleſs way, 
And oft, as if her head ſhe bow'd, 
Oſt, on a plat of riſing ground, 
I hear the far- off curfew ſound, 
Over ſome wide water'd ſhore, 
Swinging flow with ſullen roar ; 
Or if the air will not permit. 
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Where glowing embers through the room 
Teach light to counterfeit a gloom, 


Far from all reſort of mirth, 

Save the cricket on the hearth, 

Or the bellman's drowſy charm, 

To bleſs the doors from nightly harm: 

Or let my lamp, at midnight hour, 

Be ſeen in ſome high lonely tow'r, 

Where I may oft out-watch the Bear, 

Wich thrice great Hermes, or unſphere 

The ſpirit of Plato, to unfold 

What worlds or what vaſt regions hold 

The immortal mind that hath forſook 

Her manſion in this fleſhy nook : 

And of thoſe demons that are ſound 

In fire, air, flood, or under ground, . 

Whoſe power hath a trne conſent 
Semetime let gorgeous tragedy 

In ſcepter'd pall come ſweeping by, 

Preſenting Thebes or Pelops' line, 

Or elſe the tale of Troy divine, 

Ennobled hath the buſkin'd ſtage. 

But, O fad Virgin, that thy pow'r 

Might raiſe Muſæus from his bow'r, 

On bid the ſoul of Orpheus ſing 5 


Drew 
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Drew iron tears down Pluto's cheek, 
And made Hell grant what love did ſeek. 


Or call up him that left half told 
The ſtory of Cambuſcan bold, 


Of Camball, and of Algarſife, 
And who had Canace to wife, 


On which the Tartar king did ride; 


And if aught elſe great birds beſide 
In ſage and ſolemn tunes have ſung, 
Of turneys and of trophies hung. 


Where more is meant than meets the ear. 


Thus, night, ofs ſee me in thy pale career, 
Till civil-ſuited morn appear, 

Not trickt and frounc'd as the was wont, 
With the Attic boy to hunt, 

But kercheft in a comely cloud. 

Or uſher'd with a ſhower till, 

Ending on the ruſthng leaves, 

With minute drops from off the caves. 
And when the ſun begins to fling, 


His flaring beams, me, goddeſs, bring 


To arched walks of twilight groves, 


And ſhadows brown that Sylvan loves, 
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Of pine, or monumental oak, 
Were the rude ax with heaved ſtroke 


Was never heard the Nymphs to daunt, 
Or fright them from their hallow'd haunt, 


There in cloſe covert by ſome brook, 
Where no profaner eye may look, 
Hide me from day's gariſh eye, 
While the bee with honied thigh, 
That at her flow'ry work doth ſing, 
And the waters murmuring, 

With ſuch concert as they keep, 
Entice the dewy-feather'd f]:ep ; 

And let ſome firange myſterious dream 
Wave at his wings in airy ſtream 


Of lively portraiture diſplay d, 


And, as I wake, ſweet muſic breathe 

Above, about, or underneath, 

Sent by ſome ſpirit to mortals good, 
Or th' unſeen genius of the wood. 

But let my due feet never fail 

To walk the {tudious cloyſters pale, 

And love the high embowered roof, 

With antique pillars maſſy proof, 

And ſtoried windows richly dight, 

Caſting a dim religions light. 

There let the pealing organ blow, 

To the full-voic'd quire below, 
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In ſervice high, and anthems clear, 

As may with ſweetneſs, through mine car, 

Diſſolve me into ecſlacies, 

And bring all Heaven before mine eyes. 

And may at laſt my weary age 

Find out the peaceful her-.itage, 

The hairy gown and molly cell, 

Where I may fit and rightly ſpell 

_ Ofev'ry ſtar that Heaven doth fhew, 

And ev'ry herb that fips the dew ; 

Till old experience do attain 

To ſomething like prophetic ſtrain. 

| Theſe pleaſures, Melancholy, give, 

And I with thee will chooſe to live. 
— —— 
HYPOCRISY. 
By FOHN MILTON. 


EITHER man nor angel can diſcern 
Hypocriſy, the only evil that walks 


N 


Inviſible, except to God alone, 
By his permiſſive will, thro” heaven and earth; 
And oft tho Wiſdom wake, Suſpicion ſleeps 


At Wiſdom's gate, and to Simplicity 


Reſigns her charge, while goodneſs thinks no ull 
Where no ill ſeems. 
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ON FREEDOM. 
Written at an Inn. 
_— fair Freedom! I retire 
> From flatt'ry, cards and dice, and din; 
Nor art thou found in manſions higher 
Than the low cot, or humble inn. 


*Tis here with boundleſs por I reign ; 

And ev'ry health which I begin, 
Converts dull port to bright champaign ; 

Such Freedom crowns it at an inn. 
I fly from pomp, I fly from plate! 

I fly from falſchood's ſpecious grin ; 
Freedom I love, and form I hate ; 
Here, waiter ! take my ſordid ore, 
Which lacqueys elſe might hope to win; 
It buys what courts have not in ſtore, 
It buys me freedom at an inn. 


Whoe'er has travell'd life's dull round, 
Where'er his ſtages may have been; 

May ſigh to think he {till has found 

The warmeſt welcome at an inn. 
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By Dr. GREGORY. 


PF AR from the favage bandi' ere alarms, 
Or diſlant din of horrid deſpot's arms, 


| Vet there in blood her petty tyrants reign. 


3 To golden fields tho' ripening rays deſcend, 

Wich bluſhing fruit tho* loaded branches bend; 

To thoſe who ne er muſt freedom's bleſſings taſte, 

Tis barren all, *tis all a worthleſs waſte. 
While hoarſe the cataratt murmur d on the gale, 

And chilling dews ſwept through the murky dale; 

Along the hills the diſmal tempeſt howl'd, 

And lightnings flaſh'd, and deep the thunder roll'd ; 

| Beneath a leafleſs tree, ere morn aroſe, 

The flave Adala thus laments his woes: 

Ye grilly ſpefres, gather round my ſear, 

From caves unbleſt, that wretches groans repeat! 
Terrific forms, from miſty lakes ariſe ! 

And bloody meteors threaten thro? the ſkies ! 
Vol. III. 12. A 


With waving pines tho* vocal woods be crown'd, 


* 
Oh curs'd deſtroyers of our hapleſs race, 
Of human kind the terror and diſgrace ! 

Lo! hoſts of duſky captives, to my view, 

; Demand a deep revenge ! demand their due ! 
And frowning chiefs now dart athwart the gloom, 
And o'er the falt ſea wave pronounce your doom: — 2 
But Gods are juſt, and oft the ſtroke forbear, 

To plunge the guilty in tenfold deſpair. = 
Lift high the ſcourge, my ſoul the rack F* Ie - 
I pant for freedom and my native plains ! 
With limbs benumb d my poor companions lie; 
Oppre(s'd by pain and want the aged ſigh ; 
'Thro' reedy huts the driving tempeſt pours, | 
Their feſtering wounds receive the fickly ſhow'rs ; 

In mad'ning draughts our lords their ſenſes fleep, i 
And doom their ſlaves to ſtripes and death in fleep : | 
Now, while the bitter blaſt ſurrounds my head, B 
To times long paſt my reſtleſs ſoul is led, 
Far, far beyond the azure hills, to groves 

Of ruddy fruit, where beauty fearleſs roves 
Of bliſsful ſeats! O ſelf-approving joys ! 

Nature's plain dictates ! ignorance of vice ! ; 
O guiltleſs hours! Our cares and wants were few, „ 
No arts of luxury or deceit we knew. >" iN 
Our labour, ſport—to tend our cottage care, 5 P 
Or from the palm the luſcious juice prepare; | 

To fit indulging love's deluſive dream, 
And ſnare the filver tenants of the ſlreum; | | 
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Or nobler tot] !}to aim the deadly blow 
With dext'rous art againſt the ſpotted foe ; 
0 days with youthful daring mark d! was then 
I dragg'd the ſhaggy monſter from his den, 
And boldly down the rocky mountain's fide, 
Hurl'd the grim panther in the foaming tide. 
Our healthful] ſports a daily feaſt altord, 
Ana exen ſlill found us at the focial board. 
Can I forget, ah me! the fatal day, 
When half the vale of peace was ſwept away ! 
Th' affrighted maids in vain the gods implore, 
And weeping view from far the happy ſhore ; 
The frantic dames impatient rufhans ſeize, 
3 And infants ſliriek, and claſp their mothers knees; 
Wich galling fetters ſoon their limbs are bound, 
And groans throughout the noi ſome bark re ſound. 
Why was I bound ! why did not Why dah fre 
Adala gain or death or victory! | 
No ſtorms ariſe, no waves revenge ful roar, 
To daſh the monſters on our injur'd ſhore. 
Long o'er the foaming deep to worlds unknown, 
: By envious winds the bulky veſſel's blown, 
| While by diſeaſe and chains the weak expire, 
» Or parch'd endure the flow confuming fire. 


Who'd in this land of many ſorrows live, 


3 


Where death's the only comfort tyrants give ? 
; Tyrants unbleſt! Each proud of ftrict command, 
| Nor age nor {icknefs holds the iron hand ; 
| A 2 Whoſe 
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Whole hearts, in adamant involv'd, deſpiſe 
The drooping female's tears, the infant's cries, 
From whoſe ſtern brows no grateful look e'er beams, 
Whoſe bluſhlefs front nor rape nor murder ſhames. 

Nor all I blame; for Naſtal, friend to peace, 
Fhro' his wide paſtures bids oppreſſion ceaſeꝰ; 
No drivers goad, no galling fetters bind, 
Nor ftern compulſion damps th* exalted mind. 
There ſtrong Arcona's fated to enjoy 
Domeſtic ſweets, and rear his progeny ; 
To till his glebe employs Arcona's care, 
To Naſtal's God he nightly makes his pray'r ; 
His mind at eaſe, of Chriſtian truths he'll boaſt— 
He has no wife, no lovely offspring loſt. 
Gay his ſavannah blooms, while mine appears 
| Scorch'd up with heat, or moiſt with blood and tears. 
Cheerful his hearth in chilling winter burns, 
While to the ſtorm the ſad Adala mourns. 

Lift high the ſcourge, my ſoul the rack diſdains 
I pant for freedom and my native plains ! 
Shall I his holy prophet's aid implore, 

And wait for juſtice on another ſhore ? 
Or, ruſhing down yon mountain's craggy ſteep, 
End all my ſorrows in the ſullen deep? 


A cliff 


» The Quakers in America have fet free all their Ne- 


groes, and allow them wages as other ſervants. 


» 
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A cliff there hangs in yon grey morn'rg cloud, 
The daſhing wave beneath roars harſh and loud 
But doubts and fears involve my anxious mind, 
The gulph of death once paſs'd, what ſhore we find. | 
Dubious, if ſent beyond th'expanded main, 
This ſoul firall ſeck its native realms again: 
Or if in gloomy miſts condemn'd to lie, 
Beyond the liinits of yon arching ſky. 
A better profpeti oft my ſpirit Sw : 
And in my dream the vale of peace appears, 
And Heeting viſions of my former life : 
My hoary fire I claſp, my long-loſt wife, 
And oft I kiſs my gentle babes in fleep, 
Till with the ſounding whip I'm wak'd to weep. 
Lift high the ſcourge, my foul the rack difdains ; 
I pant for freedom and my native plains ! EY 
Chiefs of the earth, and monarchs of the ſca, 
Who vaunt your hardy anceſtors were free ; 


Whoſe teachers plead th'oppreſs'd and injur'd's cauſe, 


And prove the wiſdom of your prophet's laws ; 
To force and fraud if juſtice muſt give place, 
You're dragg'd to davery by ſome rougher race. 
Some rougher race your flocks ſhall force away, 
Like Afric's ſons your children muſt obey ;- 
The very gods cha. view our conſtant toil, 
Shall fee your offspring till a ruder foil, 
The pain of chirſt and pinehing hunger know, 
And all the torments twat from bondage low, 

Ag Me 
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When, far remov'd from Chriſtian worlds, we prove 
The ſweets of peace, the laſting joys of love. be 
But, hark! the whip's harſh echo thro” the trees! 
On every trembling limb freſh horrors ſeize— 
Alas ! tis morn, and here I fit alone 
Be ftrong, my ſoul, and part without a groan ! 
_ Rufhans proceed! Adala ne'er ſhall ſwerve, 
Prepare the rack, and ſtrain each aching nerve! 
Lift high the ſcourge, my ſoul the rack diſdains; 
I pant for freedom and my native plains. 
Thou God, who gild'ſt with light the rifing day! 
Who life diſpenſeth by thy genial ray! 
Will thy flow vengeance never, never fall, 
But undiſtinguiſh'd favour ſhine on all? 
O hear a ſuppliant wretch's laſt, fad pray'r ! 
Dart fierceſt rage! infeft the ambient air! 
This pallid race, whoſe hearts are bound in fleel, 
By dint of ſuffering teach them how to feel. 
Or, to ſome deſpot's lawleſs will betray d, 
Give them to know what wretches they have made ! 
Beneath the laſh let them reſign their breath, 
Or court, in chains, the clay-cold hand of death, 
Or, worſt of ills ! within each callous breaſt, 
Cheriſh uncurb'd the dark internal peſt ; 
Bid Av'rice ſwell wite undiminiſh'd rage, 
While no new worlds th* accurſed thirlt aſſuage; 
Then bid the monſters on each other turn, 


The fury paſſions in diſorder burn; © 202 
Bid 


1 
Bid diſcord flouriſh, civil crimes increaſe, 
Not one fond wiſh ariſe that pleads for peace 
Till, with their crimes in wild confuſion hurl'd, 
They wake t' eternal anguiſh in a future world“. 
MEDITATION axd BEAUTY. 
By JOHN MILTON. 
N AF USING Meditation moſt affefts 
The penſive ſecrecy of deſert cell, 
Far from the cheerful haunt of men and herds, 
And fits more ſafe than in a ſenate-houſe ; 
For who would rob a hermit of his weeds, 
His few books, or his beads, or maple diſh, 
Or do his grey hairs any violence ? 
But Beauty, like the fair Heſperian tree 
Of dragon watch, with uninchanted eye, 
To fave her bloſſoms, and defend her fruit 
From the raſh hand of bold incontinence. 
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AY whither, wand'rer, points thy cheerleſs way, 


When length ning ſhades announce the cloſe of day? 


In yon wild waſte no friendly roof thou'lt find 
The haunt of ſerpents, and the ſavage kind. 
And ſure rememb'rance mocks me, or I trace 
In thine the ſemblance of Zamboia's face? 
Yet ſcarce thyſelf ! forin thy alter'd eye 
I read the records of hard deitiny. 
From thy rack'd boſom ſighs that ceaſclefs flow, 
A man beſpeak thee exercis'd in woe, 
Say, then, what chance has burſt thy rigid chains, | 
Has led thee frantic o'er theſe diſlant plains ? | 
What potent ſorrows can thy peace infeſt? 
What crimes conceal'd prey on thy anxious breaſl ? 
ZAMBOIA. 
No crimes this heart inſeſt, this hand defile, 
Or frantic drive me o'er a foreign ſoil, 


A murdcr'd 


Pr. 
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A murder'd wife, and wrongs unmatch'd I mourn, 
And buried joys, that never ſhall return! 


If then thou'rt tempted by the traitor's meed, 
Take this poor life, and proſper by the deed! 


MownBAzE. 


Not the rich produce of Angola's ſhore, 


. Not all the mi ſerꝰs heap'd and glittering ſtore, 


Not all that pride would graſp, or pomp diſplay, 
Should tempt this hand the wretched to betray. 
No traitors dwells within this bleſt domain, 

The friends of peace we live, a guileleſs train. 
Grief dims thy eye, or gladly wouldſt thou fee 
Thy lov'd Mombaze yet ſurvives in me. 
Canſt thou forget? I taught thy youth to dare 
The ſylvan herd, and wage the defp'rate war. 
Canſt thou forget ? One common lot we drew, 
With thee inchain'd, a captive's fate I knew, 
Diſtruſt me not, but unreſerv d diſcloſe 


The envious tale that in thy boſom glows. 


To part our griefs is oft to mitigate, 


And focual foreow blunt the darts of fate. 


ZAMBOIA. 
Dear to my fight that form, and doubly dear 
Thy well-known accents meet Zamboia's ear. 


O! had I died, and left the name of ſlave 
Deep, deep entomb'd within an early grave ! 

O! had I died, ere ruthleſs fates conſtrain, 

| With thee enthrall'd, 294 ? 


O to 
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O! to have met a glorious death in arms, 

And ne'er beheld Melinda's fatal charms ! 

Time would be ſhort, and memory would fail, 
To dwell diſtinctly on the various tale. 

Tedious to tell what treach'rous arts were tried, 

To ſooth the ſmart of ſlill revolting pride. 

I liv'd, and lov'd—then kiſs d the fatal chain; 

No joy but one to cheer a life of pain. 

Yet witneſs bear, thou dear departed ghoſt, 

That lonely rov'ſt thy Gambia's ſacred coaſt ! 
How ſweet the toil that met the morning's ray, 
How light the labour that o'er-laſted day ! 

The reed-built hovel, and the ſcanty fare, 
Imperial bliſs could give, Melinda there! 
Soft was my pillow, on thy gentle breaſt, 


When o'er-preſt Nature droop'd in want of reſt ! 


And if a rebel tear diſgrac'd my eye, 
Thine was the tear, and thine the burſting ſigh. 
Bliſs I could boaſt, unenvied had it paſs d, 

But bliſs too great for hapleſs ſlaves to laſt. 

A wretca, who bamſh'd from his native clime, 
Defil'd with many a black and monſtrous crime, 
Prefided o'er us, and with iron hand 

Held favage ſway o'er all the ſervile band. 
In him each hellifh paſſion rudely glow'd, 
And cruelty in him moſt cruel ſhew'd. 

IIim luſt infernal, one ſad ev'ning, led 

T'invade the chaſteneſs of my marriage bed: 
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I chanc'd 
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I chanc'd t approach the caitiff I ſurpriz'd— 
My wife preſerv'd, and had his guilt chaſtis d; 5 
While full with vengeance boil'd my wounded heart: 
But chance referv'd him for a baſer part. 
Meanwhile, o'erjoy'd that vice een then had fail'd, 
I bleſs'd the gods that innocence prevail'd. 
The baflled villain, now a foe profeſs'd, 
Rolls ſcenes of blood within his rankling breaſt; 
Wich coward arts he forg'd a crafty tale; | 
And hands unrightcous poize the partial ſcale: 
Imputed crimes to cruſh the weak ſuffice, 
Hearſay is guilt, and damning facts ſurmiſe. 
Where uncurb'd will uſurps the place of laws, 
No friendly pleader takes the wretch's cauſe. 
Our tyrant's fears each want of proof ſupplied, 
. We ſland condemn'd, unqueſtion d, and untried. 
i O! had the grief and ſhame been all my own, 
| And the black vengeance lit on me alone ! 
But harſher fates a harder curſe decreed ; 
Theſe eyes were doom'd to fee Melinda bleed. 
I faw her by relentleſs ruffians bound, 
The brandiſh'd ſcourge infli the mortal wound; 
| Her tender frame abus'd, and mangled o'er, 
{ I faw herwelt'ring in a flood of gore. 
The murd'rous ſcene had ſoon a dreadful cloſe— 
And do I live! and can I ſpeak my woes! 
Her pregnant womb no longer could ſuſtain | 
The public ſhame, and agony of pain; = 
_=_— ER A birth 
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A birth abortive robb'd her of her breath, Die 
And pangs convulſive ſeal' d her eyes in death. For 
One only pledge my weary foul deins. Pro 
This hapleſs infant, all that now remains; Blu 
The mournful image of my once lov'd wife, | Fot 
And ties me down awhile to hated liſe. Ble 
Elſe this bold hand ſhould liberty reſlore, O 
And my rapt ſpirit ſeek a happier ſhore. An 
Thro'devious paths with timid haſte we fly, | Ha 
Where yon blue mountains meet the bending ſky, | V 
Nor ſerpents haunts I dread, nor defarts drear, = 3... 
"The maſter-ſavage man, Man, alone I fear, = 
 MonBazs. | 1 

Since from our native realms compell'd to part. Bu 
Such pointed ſorrows have not touch d my heart. 1 
Inſatiate plunderers ! could it not ſuffice | A 
To rend, inhuman, all the ſocial ties ? i N 
From guiltleſs joys, that bleſs'd our native ſoil, . 
Dragg'd to a life of miſery and toil; Bl 
Would you yet take the little God has given, 11 
And intercept the gracious dews of Heaven ? | j Tl 


Your rage for blood, wild as your thirſt of gain, | 
Shall no reſpetts, not truths divine, reſtrain ? | 
Th'eternal fabric can a name undo ? | 
Is rape and murder ſanctiſied in you ? | 
And us, what laws, as impious as ſevere, t Ne 
Forbid the common rites of man to ſhare ? | 


Did 
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Didſt chou, creative Power ! thy views confine ? 


For one proud race the ſpacious earth delign ? 


For them alone does plenty deck the vale, 


Bluſh in the fruit, and tinge the ſcentcd gale ? 

For them the ſcaſons all their ſweets unfold ? 
Blooms the freſh role, and ſhines the waving gold ? 
O no! all bountcous is thy equal hand, | 
And thy fix'd laws irrevocable ftand ! 

Haplels Zamboia ! had it been thy fate 

Wick me to ſhare my more propitious ſtate; 

Thy ſoul had breath'd no impious wifi to dic, 

Nor the big tear had trembled in thine eye. 
Disjoin'd from thec, I too to flavery went; 


| But Heaven a father, not a maller, lent. 


He ſeems as Virtue's ſelf in mortal guiſe ; 
Tho' wealthy, ſimple; and tho'modeſt, wiſc. 
Bleſt be the hand that life and freedom gave! 


That pow'r can boalt, exerted but to ſave ! 


Bleſt the ſage tongue that ſtor'd the vacant mind, 
The manners ſoften'd, and the heart rod! 
That, ſtill to Heaven's unerring diciotes trag, 


Eternal truch unſolded :o our view ! 


But, come! thy faint and weary limbs rep ae, 


Forgetſul of thy fears, tuy grici, commute ; 
By morning's dawn with carnett foot I Frcd, 


Nor ilzep theſe eyes wi! 1 hetuld thee frond, 


: Some wealth I naive 3 and, ad I pri Ze 't more, 
Woll ſpar'd for this I deem th: ſacred fore, 
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For whilſt to tit ſkamme of flow-endeavouring art 
Thy caſy numbers ilow, and that each heart 

FE atl: lrom the leaves of thy unvalued book 
Tol Due iges unh deep imprefion took, 
Tac tho ore Fancy of uſelf bereaving, | 
I „ ami us mahle with too much conceiving 3 
nr palcher'd in fc: pomp doth lie, 


„ kings for ſuch a torr!) would with to die. 


e 


So talk'd theſe friends, and to the cottage hafte; 


White fad. Zamboia his pur ſuers trac'd. 

The ruthan band arreſt che hapleſs ſwain, 

And pray'rs, and tears, and promiſes are vain: 
Their vengeful fervour, no—not gifts abate ; 


But, bound in chains, they drag him to his fate“. 


— - --20<- --— 
| On SHAKESPEARE, 
By JOHN MILTON. 


Wär needs my Shakeſpeare for his honour'd 
The labour of an age in piled ſtones, | bones 


Or that his hallow'd reliques ſhould be hid W | 
Under a llarry- pointing pyramid ? 
Dear jon of memory, great heir of fame, 
What necdſi thou ſuch weak witneſs of thy name? 
'Tizou in our wonder and aſtoniſhment 
Eaft built chy ſelf a live- long monument. 
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L'ALLEGRO. 


A licler rewe"d is goneral'y offered for the head of 6 
fſugitzve negro, than for bringing ham alcote 
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F TENCE, boathed Melancholy. 

a 4 Of Cerberus and blackett iidnigit born, 

In Stygian cave feclorn 

'Mongit horrid ſhapes, and  rieks, and firhts 

Find ont ſone ncoh cull, | | unholy. 
M here broud:ng darkneſs {reads his jealous wings, 

And the night-raven lungs; 


There under ebon Hza-les, 21d lo- cow'd rocks, 


As ragged as locks, 


In dark Cirumerian de ſert ever dwell. 


But come, thou Godde!s fur and free, 


In Heaven yclep'd Euphroſy ne, 
And by men heart-caiing Mirth, 
Whom lovely Venus at a birch, 
With two filter Graces more, 
To ivy-crowned Bacchus bore ; 


Or whether {as ſome ſages ſing) 


The frolic wind that breathes the ſpring, 
Zephyr, wich Aurora playing, 

As he met her once a maying, 

There on beds of v.uvies bug, 

Ard frcih-blowu reſis waih d in dew, 
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Fill'd her with thee, a daughter fa'r, 
So buxom, blithe, and d-Lonair ; | 
Ilalle thee, nymph, and bring with thee 
Jeſt and pout!ifil jollity, 

Qups and cranks, aud wanton vriles, 
Nods and becks, and wreathed fiuiles : 
Such as hang en Iiebe's check, 

Ard love to live in dimple {lcek ; 
Sport that wrinkled Care derides, | 
And Laughter holding both his ſides : 
Come and trip it as you go 

On the light fantailic toe, 

And in thy right hand lead with thee, 
The mountam nymph, ſweet Liberty; 
And if I give thee honour due, 
Mirth, admit me of thy crew, 

To live with her, and live with thee, 
In unreproved pleaſures free * 

| To hear the lark begin his light, 
And ſinging ſlartle the dull night, 
From his watch-tow'r in the ſkies, 
Till the dappled dawn doth riſe; 
Then to come in ſpite of ſorrow, 

And at my window bid good-mor row, 
Through the ſweet-briar, or the vine, 


Or the iwilted eglantine: 


While the cock with lively din 
Scatiers die rear of darkneſs thin, 


And 
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Cour | 


And to the ſtack, or the barn-door, 


Stoutly ſtruts his dames before: 

Oft liſt' ning how the ho:nds and horn 
Chearly roule the flumb' ring morn, 
From the fide of this hoar h. Il. 

Throngh the high wood echoing ſhrill : 
Some time walking not unſeen, 

By hedge- row elms, on hillocks green, 
Right againſt the eaſtern gate, 


Where the great ſun begins his ſtate, 


Rob'd in flames, and amber light, 
The clouds in thouſand liverics dight : 


While the plonghman near at hand 


Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd land, 

And the milk maid ſingeth blithe, 

And the mower wets his ſcythe, 

And ev'ry ſhepherd tells his tale 

Under the hawthorn in the dale. 

Straight mine eye has caught new pleaſures 
Whilſt the landſkip round it meaſures ; 


Ruſſet lawns, and fallows gray, 
Where the nibbling flocks do tray, 


Mountains, on whoſe barren breull 
The lab'ring clouds do often reſt, 
Meadows trim with daiſies pied, 


Shallow brooks, and rivers wide. 


Tow'rs and batilements it ſees 
Boſom'd high en tified trecs, | 
B 3 Where 
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Where perhaps ſun beauty lies. 
The Cy noſure of neighb'ring eyes. 
Hard by, a cottage chimney ſmokes 
From betwixt two aged oaks, | 
Where Corydon and Thyrlis met, 
Are at their ſavoury dinner ſet 
Of herbs, and other country meſſes, 
Which the neat-handed Phillis dreſſes; 
And then in haſte her bow'r ſhe leaves, 
With Theſtylis to bind the ſheaves ; 
Or if the earlier ſeaſon lead 
To the tann'd hay-cock in the mead. 
Sometimes with ſecure delight 
The upland hamlets will invite, 
When the merry bells ring round, 
And the jocund rebecs ſound 
To many a youth and many a maid, 
Dancing in the checquer'd ſhade ; 
And young and old come forth to play 
On a ſunſhine holy-day, | 

Till the live-long day-light fail; 
Then to the ſpicy nut-brown ale, 
With tories told of many a feat, 
How fairy Mab the junkets eat; 
She was pincht and pull'd, ſhe ſaid, 
And bythe frier's lanthorn led; 
Tells how the drudging goblin ſweat, 
Jo earn hs cream-bowl duly fet, 
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When in one night, ere glimpſe of morn, 
His ſhadowy flail hath threſh'd the corn, 
That ten day-lab' rers could not end; 
Then lies him down the lubbar fend, 
And ſtretch'd out all the chimney's length, 
Baſks at the fire his hairy ſtrength ; 
And crop-full out of doors he flings, 
Ere the firit cock his matin rings. 
Thus done the tales, to bed they ereep, 
By whiſp'ring winds ſoon lull'd afleep, 
Tow' red cities pleaſe us then, 
And the buſy hum of men, 
Where throngs of knights and barons bold 
In weeds of peace high triumphs hold, 
Wich ſtore of ladies, whoſe bright eyes 
Rain influence, and judge the prize 
Of wit, or arms, while both contend 
To win her grace whom all commend. 
There let Hymen oft appear 
In ſaffron robe, with taper clear, 
And pomp, and feaſt, and revelry, 
With maſk, and antique pageantry ; 
puch ſights as youthful poets dream 
On ſummer eves by haunted ſtream. 
Then to the well-trod ſtage anon, - 
If Jonſon's learned ſock be on, 
Or ſweeteſt Shakſpeare, fancy's child, 
Warble his native wood-notes wild, 
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And ever againſt eating cares, 
Lap me in ſoft Lydian airs, 
Married to immortal verſe, 
Such as the meeting ſoul may pierce, 
In notes, with many a winding bout 
Of linked ſweetneſs long drawn out. 
With wanton heed, and giddy cunning, 
The melting voice through mazes running; 
Untwilling all the chains that tie 
The hidden foul of harmony ; 
That Orpheus” ſelf may heave his head 
From golden ſlumber on a bed 
Of heap'd Elyſian flow'rs, and hear 
Such ſtrains as would have won the ear 
Of Pluto, to have quite ſet free 
His half-regain'd Eurydice. 
Theſe delights if thou canſt give, 
Mirth, with thee I mean to live. 

. 
By EDWARD YOUNG. 

_ OVE calls for love. Not all the pride of beauty; 
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Silk hav whoth enn wich Bk | 
Thoſe hills of driven ſnow, which ſeen are felt ; 
All the poſſeſt are nought, but as they are 
The proof, the ſubſtance, of an inward paſſion. 
And the rich plunder of a taken heart. | 
CYMON 


CYMON AND IPHIGENIA, 
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| By FOHN DRYDEN. 
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Po:ta Lo uit ur. 


LD as I am, for ladies love unfit, * 3 
The pow'r of beauty I remember yet, } 
Which once inflam'd my foul, and ſtill inſpires my wit. 


If love be folly, the ſevere divine 


= Compute the gains of his ungovern'd zeal ; 


Has felt that folly, though he cenſures mine; MY 
Pollutes the pleaſures of a chaſte embrace, 

Atts what I write, and propogates in grace, } 
With riotous exceſs, a prieſtly race. 

Suppoſe: him free, and that I forge th'ollence, 

He ſhew'd the way, perverting firſt my ſenſe ; 

In malice witty, and with venom fraught, 


He makes me ſpeak the things I never thought. 


Ill ſuits his cloth the praiſe of railing well. 

The world will think that what we looſely write, 
Though now arraign'd, he read with ſome delight; 
Becauſe he ſeems to chew the cud again, 

When his broad comment makes the text too plain; 
And teaches more in one explaining page 

Than all the double- meanings of the ſlage. 

What needs he paraphraſe on what we mean? 
We were at worlt but wanton ; he's obſcene, 
I not my fellows nor my ſelf excuſe ; 

But love's the ſubject of the comic Mule ; 
| Nor 
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Nor can we write 3 it, nor would you 
A tale of only dry inſtruction view ; 
Nor love is always of a vicious kind, 
But oft to virtuous acts inflames the mind; 
Awakes the ſtzopy vigour of the ſoul, 
And, bruihing o'er, adds motion to the pool. 


Love, ſtudlous haw to pleaſe, improves our parts | 


Wich poli'd manners, as al with arts. 


Love fcit invented verſe, and form'd the rhyme, 


The motion meaſur'd, harmoniz'd the chime ; 
To lib*ral aris enlarg'd tne narrow-foul'd, 
Soften'd the flcrca, and made the coward bold; 


The world, when waite, he peupled with increaſe, 


And warring nei:ons reconcil'd in peace. 
Ormond, the firll, and al the fair way and. 
In this one legend, to their ame deſi zu-. 


When beauty fires the blood, how Ive ©xalls the mind 
IN that ſweet iſle where Venus keeps ker court, 


And ev'ry grace, and all the loves, reſort ; 
Where either ſex is form'd of ſoftcr each, 

And takes the bent of pleaſure from their birth; 
There |:v'4 a Cyprian lord above the reit 

Wiſe, wealthy, wich a num'rous iſſue bleſt: 
But, as no gift of fo; tune is ſincere, 

Was only wanting in a worthy heir. 

His eldell born, a goodly youth to view, 
Excell'd the reſt in ſhape and outward ſhew ; 
Fair, tail, his limbs with due proportion join'd, 
But of a heavy, dull, degen'rate mind, 
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His ſoul be lyed the features of his face; 
Beauty was there, but beauty in diſgrace: 
A clowniſh mien, a voice with ruſtic found, 
And ſtupid eyes that ever lov'd the ground. 
He look'd like nature's error; as the mind | 5 
And body were not of a piece deſign d, | 
But made for two, and by miſtake in one were join'd. j 
The ruling rod, the father's forming care, 
Were exercis'd in vain on wit's deſpair; 
The more inform'd, the leſs he underſtood ; 
And deeper ſunk in {lound'ring in the mud. 
Now ſcorn'd of all, and grown the public ſhame, 
The people from Galeſus chang'd his name, 
And Cymon call'd, which fignifies a brute ; 
So well his name did with his nature ſuit. 
His father, when he found his labour loſt, 
And care employ'd that anſwer'd not the coſt, 
| Choſe an ungrateful object to remove, 
And loath'd to ſee what nature made him love; 
So to his country farm the fool confin'd ; 
Rude work well ſuited with a ruſtic mind. 
Thus to the wilds the ſturdy Cymon went, 
A ſquire among the ſwains, and pleas'd 96 
His corn and cattle were his only care, 
And his ſupreme delight a country fair. 
It happen'd on a ſummer- holiday, 
That to the green-wood ſhade he took his way ! j 
For Cymon ſhunn'd the church, and us d not mach to 
Pray. 
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His quarter-ſtaff, which he could ne'er forſake, 
Hung half before, and half behind his back. 
Ile trudg'd along, unknowing what he fought, 
And whiſtled as he went for want of thought. 

By chance conducted, or by thirſt conſtrain'd, 

The deep receſſes of the grove he gain'd; 
Where, in a plain defended by the wood, 
Crept through the matted graſs a chryſtal flood, 
By which an alabaſter fountain flood ; 
And on the margin of the fount was laid 
(Attended by her flaves,) a ſleeping maid. 
Like Dian and her nymphs, when, tir'd with ſport, 
To reſt by cool Eurotas they reſort : 
The dame herſelf the goddeſs well expreſs” 
Not more diſtinguiſh'd by her purple veit, 
Than by the charming features of her face, 
And ev'n in {lumber a ſuperior grace ; 
Her comely limbs compos'd with decent care, 
Her body ſhaded with a flight cymarr; 
Her boſom to the view was only bare: 
| Where two beginning paps were ſcarcely ſpied, 
For yet their places were but fignified: f 
The fanning wind upon her boſom blows, 
To meet the fanning wind the boſom roſe; 


The fanning wind, and purling —_ continue her 


| repole. 
The fool of nature ſtood with ſtupid eyes, 
And gaping mouth, that teſliſicd ſurprize, — 
| | Fixꝰd 
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Fix'd on her face, nor could remove his ſight, 


Nie as he was to love, and novice to delight: 


Long mute he ſtood, and leaning on his ſtaff, 
His wonder witneſs d with an idiot laugh; 
' Firſt found his want of words, and fear'd offence : 
Doubted for what he was he ſhould be known, 
By his clown accent, and his country tone. 
re 
Then day and darkneſs in the maſs were mix'd, 
Till gather'd in a globe the beams were fix d: 
Laſt ſhone the ſun, who, radiant in his ſphere, 
Illumin'd heaven and earth, and roll d around the year. 
So reaſom in this brutal ſoul began, 
| Love made him firſt ſuſpett he was a man; 

Love made him doubt his broad barbarian ſound ; 


9 By love his want of words and wit he found; 


| That ſenſe of want prepar'd the future way 

To knowledge, and diſclos'd the promiſe of a day. 
| What not his father's care, nor tutor's art, 
Could plant with pains in his unpoliſh'd heart, 
The beſt inſtructor, love, at once inſpir'd, 

| As barren grounds to fruitfulneſs are fir d: 

Love taught him ſhame ; and ſhame, with love at ſtrife, 
| | Soon taught the ſweet civilities of life; 

Somewhat in her excelling all her kind: 

Vol, III. 12. WY Exciting 


1 
Exciting a deſire till then unknown, 
Somewhat unfound, or found in her alone. 
This made the firſt impreſſion on his mind, 
Above, but juſt above, the brutal kind. 


For beaſts can like, but not diſlinguiſh too, | 
Nor their own liking by rellection know ; ö 
Nor why they like os this or t ocher face, | 
Or judge of this or that peculiar grace ; ; 


But love in groſs, and ſtupidly admire : 

As flies, allur'd by light, approach the fire. . 

Thus our man-beaſt, advancing by degrees, 1 

Firſt likes the whole, then ſep' rates what he ſees: 5 
| On ſev'ral parts a ſev'ral praiſe beſtows : n 

| The ruby lips, the well- proportion d noſe, 1 

The ſnowy ſkin, and raven- gloſſy hair, . 

And, ev'n in ſleep itſelf, a ſmiling air. 

From thence his eyes deſcending view'd the reſt, FO 

Fer plump round arms, white hands, and heaving breaſt 

Long on ue laſt he dwelt, though ev'ry part | 
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A pointed arrow ſped to pierce his heart. . 
Thus in a trice a judge of beauty grown 3 
(A judge erected from a country clown) ' 


He long'd to ſee her eyes, in ſlumber hid, 

Aud wiſh'd his own could pierce within the lid: 

Ile would have wak'd her, but reſtrain' d his thought, 

Aud love new-born the firſt good manners taught, 

And awful fear his ardent wiſh withſtood, | 
Nor durit diſturb the goddeſs of the wood. | 

For | 
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For ſuch the ſeem'd by her celeſlial face, 
| Excelling all the reſt of human race. 
And things divine, by common ſenſe he knew, 
Muſt be devoutly ſeen, at diſtant view: 
b So checking his deſire, with trembling heart, 
% Gazing he tod, nor would nor could depart 3 
| Fix'd as a pilgrim wilder'd in his way, © 
Who dares not ſtir by night, for fear to ſtray, } 
But flands with awful eyes to watch the dawn of day» 
7 At length awaking, Iphigene the fair 
; (So was the beauty cail'd was caus'd his care) 
' _  Unclos'd her eyes, and double day reveal'd, 
— While thoſe of all her llaves in lleep were ſeal'd. 
| The flav'ring cudden, propp'd upon his ſtaff, 
Stood ready gaping, with a grinning laugh, 
To welcome her awake; nor durſt begin 
To ſpeak, but wiſcly kept the fool within. 
Then ſhe : What makes you, Cymon, here alone ? 
(For Cymon's name was round the country * 
Becauſe deſcended of a noble race, 
And for a ſoul ill ſorted with his face). 
But ſtill the ſot ſtood ſilent with ſurpriſe, 
With fix'd regard on her new-open'd eyes, 
And in his breaſt receiv'd th' envenom'd dart, 
A uckling pain that pleas'd amid the ſinart. | 
But, conſcious of her form, with quick diſtruſt | 
| She faw his ſparkling eyes, and fear'd his brutal luſt : 
| C2. This 
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This to prevent, ſhe wak'd her fleepy crew, 
And, riſing haſty, took a ſhort adieu. 
Then Cymon ficſt his ruſtic voice effay'd, 
Wich proiter'd ſervice to the parting maid, 
To fee her ſafe; his hand ſhe long denied, 
But took at length, aſham'd of ſuch a guide. 
So Cymon led her home, and leaving there. 
No more would to his country clowns repair ; 
But ſought his father's houſe, with better mind, 
Refuſing in the farm to be confin'd. 
The father wonder'd at the ſon's return, 
And knew not whether to rejoice or mourn ; 
But doubtfully receiv'd, expecting ſtill | 
To learn the ſecret cauſes of his alter'd will. 
Nor was he long delay d: the firſt requeſt 
He made, was like his brothers to be dreſs'd, 
And, as his birth requir'd, above the reſt. 
With eaſe his ſuit was granted by his fire, 
Diſtinguiſhing his heir by rich attire : 
His body thus adorn'd, he next deſign'd 
Wich lib' ral arts to cultivate his mind: 
He ſought a tutor of his on accord, 
And ſtudied leſſons he before abhorr'd. | 
Thus the man- child advanc'd, and learn'd fo faſt, 
That in ſhort time his equals he ſurpaſs'd ; | 
His brutal manners from his breaſt exil'd, 
His mien he faſhion'd, and his tongue he fil'd ; 
In ev'ry exerciſe of all admir'd, 
He ſeem'd, nor only ſeem'd, but was 1 
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Infpir'd by love, whoſe buſineſs is to pleaſe: 
He rode, he fenc'd, he mov'd with graceful eaſe ; 
More fam'd for ſenſe, for courtly carriage more, 
Than for his brutal folly known before. 
What then of alter'd Cymon ſhall we ſay, 
But that the fire which chok'd in aſhes lay, 
A load too heavy for his foul to move, 
Was upward blown below, and bruſh'd away by love. 
Love made an ative progreſs thro” his mind, 
The duſky parts he clear'd, the groſs refin'd, 
The drowſy wak'd ; and, as he ſent, imprefs'd 
The Maker's image on the human realt, 
Thus was the man amended by deſire, 
And tho he lov'd perhaps with too much fre, 
His father all his faults with reaſon ſcann'd, 
And lik'd an error of the better hand; 
Excus'd th'exceſs of paſſion in his mind, 
By flames too fcrce,, perhaps too much refin'd 2 
So Cymon, ſince his fire indulg'd his will, 
| Impetuous lov'd, and would be Cymon flill ; 
Galeſus he diſown'd, and choſe to bear 
The name of fool, confirm'd and biſhop'd by the fair. 
To Cipſeus by his friend his ſuit he mov'd, 
Cipſeus, the father of the fair he lov'd : 
But he was pre-engaged by former ties, 
While Cymon was endeavouring to be wife : 
And Iphigene, oblig'd by former vows, 
Had given her faith to wed a foreign ſpouſe ; 
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Her fire and ſhe to Rhodian Paſimond, 

Though both repenting, were by promiſe bound, 
Nor could retract; and thus, as fate decreed, 

Though better lov'd, he ſpoke too late to ſpeed. 
The doom was paſt, 2 

Did all his tardy diligence prevent: 

Sigh'd to herſelf the fair unhappy maid, 

While ſtormy Cymon thus in ſecret ſaid : 

The time is come for Iphigene to find 

The miracle ſhe wrought upon my mind ; 

Her charms have made me man, her raviſh'd love 

In rank ſhall place me with the bleſt above. 

For mine by love, by force ſhe ſhall be mine, 


Or death, if force ſhould fail, ſhall finiſh my deſi gn. 


Reſolv'd he faid ; and rigg'd with ſpeedy care 
A veſſel ſtrong, and well equipp'd for war. 
The ſecret ſhip with choſen friends he ſtor'd ; 
And, bent to die or conquer, went aboard. 
 Ambuſh'd he lay behind the Cyprian ſhore, 
Waiting the fail that all his wiſhes bore ; 
Nor long expetted, for the following tide 
Sent out the hoſtile ſhip and beauteous bride. 
To Rhodes the rival bark directly ſteer d, 
When Cymon ſudden at her back appear d, 
And ſtopp'd her flight; then, ſtanding on his prow, 
Is hanghty terms he thus dehed the foe : 
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Or ſtrike your fails at ſummons, or prepare 
To prove the laſt extremities of war. 
Thus warn'd, the Rhodians for the fight provide ; 
Already were the veſſels fide by fide; 
| Theſe obſtinate to fave, and thoſe to ſeize the bride. 
' But Cymon ſoon his crooked grapples caſt, 
Which with tenacious hold his foes embrac'd, | 

And, arm'd with ſword and ſhield amid the preſs he paſs'd I 
| Fierce was the fight ; but, haſt 'ning to his prey, 
| By force the furious lover freed his way : 
Himſelf alone difpers'd the Rhodian crew, 
The weak diſdain'd, the valiant overthrew. 
Cheap conqueſt for his following friends remain d; 
He reap'd the field, and they but only glean d. 
His victory confeſs d, the foes retreat, 

| And caſt the weapons at the viftor's feet, 


| Whom thus he cheer'd : O Rhodian youth, I fought 


For love alone, nor other booty ſought : 
Your lives are ſafe ; your veſſel I reſign ; 
Yours be yourown, reſtoring what is mine : 
In Iphigene I claim my rightful due, 
Robb'd by my rival, and detain'd by you. 
Your Paſimond a lawleſs bargain drove, 
The parent could not ſell the daughter's love ; 
Or, if he could, my love diſdains the laws, 
And, like a king, by conqueſt gains his cauſe : 
Where arms take place, all other pleas are vain ; 
Love taught me force, and force ſhall love maintain ; 
You, 
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You, what by ſirength you could not keep, releaſe, 
And at an ealiy ranſom buy your peace. 

Fear on th'conquer'd fide ſoon ſign'd th accord, 
And Iphigene to Cymon was rellor d: 
While to his arms the bluſhing bride he took, 
To ſeeming ſadneſs ſhe compos d her looKæ; 
Ass if by force ſubjected to his will, 
Tho' pleas'd diſſembling, and a woman ſtill. 
And (for ſhe wept) he wip'd her falling tears, 
And pray'd her to diſmiſs her empty fears; 
For yours I am, he ſaid, and have deſerv'd 
| Your love much better whom ſo long I ſerv'd, 
Than he to whom your formal father tied 

Your vows, and ſold a flave, not ſent a bride. 

Thus while he ſpoke, he fciz'd the willing prey, 
Faintly ſhe ſoream d, and ev'n her eyes confeſs'd 
She rather would be thought, than was, diſtreſs d. 
| Who now exults but Cymon in his mind? 
Vain hopes and empty joys of human kind, 

Proud of the preſent, to the future blind ! 
Secure of fate, while Cymon ploughs the ſea, 
Scarce the third glaſs of meaſur'd hours was run, 
When, like a fiery meteor, . ſunk the ſun, 
The promiſe of a ſtorm ; the ſhifting gales 
Forſake by fits, and fill, the flagging fails ; 
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And night came on, not by degrees prepar d, 
But all at once; at once the winds ariſe, 
The thunders roll, the forky lightning flies. 
In vain the maſter iſſues oui commands, 


In vain the trembling ſailors ply their hands : 


The tempeſt unforeſeen prevents their care, 
And from the firſt they labour in deſpair. 
The giddy ſhip, betwixt the winds and tides, 
Forc'd back, and ſorwards, in a circle rides, 
Stunn'd with the difff rent blows ; then ſhoots amain, 


Till, counterbuff d, ſhe ſtops, and ſleeps again. 


Not more aghaſt the proud archangel fell, 


Plung d from the height of heaven to deepeſt hell, 


Than ſtood the lover of his love poſſeſt, 


No curs'd the more, the tele ths; 


More anxious for her danger than his own, 
Death he defies, but would be loſt alone. 

Sad Iphigene to womaniſh complaints 
Adds pious prayers, and wearies all the ſaints; 
Ev'n if ſhe could, her love ſhe would repent ; 
But, fince ſhe cannot, dreads the puniſhment: 


Her forfeit faith, and Paſimond betray d, 


Are ever preſent, and her crime upbraid. 
She blames herſelf, nor blames her lover leſs, 
Augments her anger as her fears increaſe; 


From her own back the burden would remove, 


And lays the load on his ungovern d love, 


„„ 
Which inte rpoſing durſt, in Heaven's Os 
Invade and violate another's right : 


The pow'rs incens'd awhile deferr'd his = 8 


And made him maſtec of his vows in vain: 


But foon they puniſh'd his preſumptuous pride ; 2 


Then, impotent of mind, with alter'd ſenſe 


| She hugg'd th'offender, and forgave th offence, - 


Sex to the laſt ; meantime, with fails declin'd, 
The wand'ring veſſel drove before the wind: 
Tofs'd and retoſs d, aloft, and then below, 

Nor port they ſeek, nor certain courſe they know, 
But every moment wait the coming blow, 


Thus blindly driven, by breaking day they view'd 


The lands before them, and their fears renew'd ; 
The land was welcome, but the tempeſt bore 
The threaten'd ſhip againſt a rocky ſhore, 

A winding bay was near; to this they bent, 
And juſt eſcap'd ; their force already ſpent : 
Secure from ſtorms, and panting from the ſea, 
The land unknown at leiſure they ſurvey ; 

And faw (but ſoon their ſickly fight withdrew } 
The rifing tow'rs of Rhodes at diſtant view; 
And curs'd the hoſtile ſhore of Paſimond, 


Sav'd ſrom the ſeas, and ſhipwreck'd on the ground. 


The fr: ghted ſailors tried their ſtrength in vain 
To turn the ſtern, and tempt the ſtormy main; 
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* Deſpairing conqueſt, and depriv'd of flight. 
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But the ftiff wind withſtood the lab*ring oar, 
And forc'd them forward on the fatal ſhore ! 
The crooked keel now bites the Rhodian ſtrand, 
And the thip moor'd conſtrains the crew to land, 


| Yer ſill they might be ſafe, becauſe unknown ; 
But, as ill fortune ſeldom comes alone, 


The veſſel they diſmiſs d was driven before, 


| Already ſhelter'd on their native ſhore ; 


The vanquiſh'd fide exults, the viftor's fear; 
Not them but theirs, maſſe pois*ners ne Gay Taſte, = 
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Mouths without hands, maintain'd at vaſt expence, 
In peace a charge, in war a weak defence : 
Stout once a month they march, a bluſt'ring band ; 


And ever, but in times of need, at hand ; 
This was the morn when, ilnuing on the guard, 
Drawn up in rank and file they ſtood prepar d 


Of ſeeming arms to make a ſhort eſſay, 

Then haſten to be drunk, the buſineſs of the day. 
The cowards would have fled, but that they knew 

Themſcives ſo many, and their foes ſo few : 

But, crowding on, the laſt the firſt impel ; 


Till overborne with weight the Cyprians fell. 
| Cymonenflay'd, who firſt the war begun; 


And Ipiigene once more is loſt and won. 
TY ; L 


„ 
Deep in a dungeon was the captive caſt, 
Depriv'd of day, and held in fetters faſt ; 
His liſe was only ſpar d at their requeſt, 
Whom taken he ſo nobly had releas'd; 
But Iphigenia was the ladies care, 
Each in their turn addrefs'd to treat the fair 3 | 


Her ſecret ſoul to Cymon was inclin'd, 
But ſhe mult ſuffer what her fates aſſign'd ; 
So paſſive is the church of womankind. 
Roll'd to the loweſt ſpoke of all her wheel? 
It reſted to diſmiſs the downward weight, 


The latter pleas'd ; and love (concern'd the moſt) 


Prepar'd th'amends for what by love he loſt. 
The fire of Paſimond had left a fon, 
Though younger, yet for courage early known, 
Ormiſda call'd, to whom by promiſe tied, 

A Rhodian beauty was the deſtin'd bride ; 
Renown'd for birth, with fortune amply bleſt, 
Lyſimachus, who rul'd the Rhodian flate, 
Was then by choice their annual magiſtrate ; 
He lov'd Caſſandra too with equal fire, 

But fortune had not favour'd his defire, 


Croſs· d by her friends, by her not diſapprov'd, - 


Nor yet preferr'd, or like Ormiſda lov d: 
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So flood th'afſair; ſome little hope remain d, 
That, ſhould his rival chance to loſe, he gain'd, 
Mean time would Palimond his marriage preſs d, 
Ordain'd the nuptial day, prepar'd the fealt ; 
And frugally re ſolv'd (the charge to ſhun 
Which would be double ſhould ke wed alone) 
To join his brother's bridal with his own. 
Lyfimachus, oppreſs d with mortal grief, 
Receiv d the news, and ſtudied quick relief; 
"| The fatal day approach d; if force were us d, 
The magiſtrate his public truſt abus d; 
| Tojuftice liable, as law requir d; 
* For, when his ollice ceas'd, his pow'r expir'd . 


While pow'r remain'd, the means were in his hand, 
By force to ſeize, and then forſake the laid. 

Betwixt extremes he knee not how to move; 

A ſlave to fame, but more a ſlave to love: 

Reſtraining others, yet himſelf not free, 

Made impotent by pow'r, dabas'd by d'onity, 

Both ſides he wergir'd ; but, after much debate, 

The man prevail'd above the mag; trate, 

Love never falls to maſter u hat he finds, 

But works a &.{i rent way in diiFrent minds, I 
The fool enliz3tons, and the wiſe he Llinds. | 
This You prepoſing to pn and 'fcape, 
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An impious act with undeferv'd ſucceſs; 
The great, it ſeems, are priviledg'd alone 
To puniſh all mjuſtice but their own, 


Yet bluſh to flatter an unrighteous deed ; 
For crimes are but permitted, not decreed. 
Reſolv d on force, his wit the prætor bent 
Io find the means that might ſecure th'event; 
Nor long he labour'd, for his lucky thought 
In captive Cymon found the friend he fought ; 
Thr example pleas'd ; the cauſe and crime the ſame ; 
An injur d lover, anda raviſh'd dame. 
How much he durſi he knew by what he dar'd, 


But here I ſtop, not daring to proceed, | 


The lefs he had to loſe, the leſs he car'd, | 


To manage loathſome life when love was the reward, 
This ponder'd well, and fix'd on his intent, 

In depth of night he for the pris'ner ſent ; 

In ſecret ſent, the public view to ſhun ; 

Then, with a ſober ſmile, he thus begun: - 
The pow'rs above, who bounteouſly beftuw 
Their gifts and graces on mankind below, 
et prove our merit firſt, nor blindly give 

| To ſuch as are not worthy to receive; 

For valour and for virtue they provide 

Their due reward, but firſt they muſt be tried: 

Theſe fruitful ſeeds within your mind they ſow d; 
Tas yours t'improve the talent they beſtow'd : 
They gave you to be born of noble kind, 

They gave you love to lighten up your mind, 
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And purge the groſſer parts; they gave you care 


Jo pleaſe, and courage to deſerve the fair. 


Thus far they tried you, and by proof they found 
The grain entruſted in a grateful ground ; 
But ſtill the great experiment remain'd, 
They ſulfer'd you to loſe the prize you gain'd, 
That you might learn the gift was theirs alone; 


And, when reſtor d, to them the bleſſing own. 


Reſtor d it ſoon will be; the means prepar'd, 
The difficulty ſinooth'd, the danger ſhar'd ; 
Be but yourſelf, ti: e care to me reſign, 

Then Iphigene is yours, Calſandra mine. 


' Your rival Paſimo::4 purſues your life; 


Impatient to revenge his raviſh'd wiſe, 


But yet not his; to-morro is behind, 


And love our fortuncs in one hand has join'd; 


Two brothers are our foes; Crmiſda mine, 

As much declar'd as aſimond is thine; 
To-morrow mult thæir common vows be tied: 
With love to friend, and fortune for our guide, 


Loet both reſolve to die, or each redecm a bride. 


Right I have none, noc hail thou much to plead ; 
*Tis force, when done, mult juſtify the deed ; 

Our talk perform'd, we next prepare for flight; 
And let the loſers ta! in vain of right: 


We with the fair will ſail beforc the wind; 


If they are griev'd, I leave the laws behind. 
| D 2 | Spe 8 
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Speak thy reſolves ; if now thy courage droop, 
Deſpa:r in priſon, and abandon hope: L 
But if thou dar'ſt in arms thy love regain 
(For liberty without thy love were vain) 
Then ſecond my deſign to ſeize the prey. 
Or lead to ſecond rape, for well thou know'ſt the ways 1 
Said Cy mon, overjoy d, do thou propoſe 
The means to fight, and only ſnew the foes: 
For from the firſt, when love had fir'd my mind, 
Reſolv'd I left tlie care of life behind. 
To this the bold Ly ſimachus replied : 
Let heaven be ncuter, and the ſword decide; 


The ſpouſals are prepar'd, already play 
Ihe minſtrels, and provoke the tardy day: 
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All Rhodes is ſummon'd to the nuptial fcaſt, 
All but my ſelg, the ſole unbidden gueſt. 
VUnbidden though I am, I will be there; 
And, join'd by thee, intend to joy the fal r. 
Now hear the reſt; when day refigus the light, 
And cheerful torches gild the jolly night, 
Be ready at my call; my choſen few 
Wich arms adminiſter'd ſhall aid thy crew, 
Then, ent'ring unexpected, will we ſeize 


Our deſlin'd prey from men diſſolv'd in eaſe, 


By this the brides are wak'd, their grooms are dreſo'd: 
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By wine diſabled, unprepar'd for hobt ; | | | A 
And, haſl'ning to the ſeas, ſuborn our fight : 
So The 
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By kindled torches vary their delight; 
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The ſeas are ours, for I command the fort ; 
A ſhip well-mann'd expetis us in the port. 
If they, or if their friends, che prize contett, 
Death ſhall attend the man who darcs reſiſt. 

It pleas'd! the priſoner to his hold retir'd ; 
His troop with equal emulation fir'd, ! 
All fix'd to fight, and all their wonted work requir'd. |. 


The ſun aroſe ; the ſtreets were throng'd around, 


The palace open'd, and the poſts were crown'd. 
The double bridegroom at the door attends 
Th'expected ſpouſe, and entertains the friends; 
They meet, they lead to church, the prieits invoke | 


The pow'rs, and feed the flames will fragrant ſmoke. 


This done, they feaſt, and at the cloſe of night 


Theſe lead the lively dance, and thoſe the brimming | 


bowls invite. 


Now a: th'appointed place and hour aſſign'd 
With ſouls refolv'd the raviſners were join'd ; 
Three bands are form'd; ite firſt is ſent before 
To favour the retreat, and guard the ſhore ; 
The ſecond at the palace gate is plac'd, 

And up the lofty {tairs alcend the laſt ; 
A peaceful troop they ſeem with ſhining veſts, 
But coats of mail beneath ſecure their brea{'s. 
Dauntlefs they enter, Cymon at their head, 
And find te foal renev'd, the table ſpread ; 
D 3 Sweet 
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Sweet voices, mix'd with inſtrumental ſounds, 
Atcend the vaulted roof, the vaulted roof rebounds. 
When, like the ha arpies ruſhing through the hall, 
The ſudden troop appears, the tables fall, 
Tucir moa ing load is on the pavement thrown; 
Lach raviſher prepares to ſeize his own ; 
The brides, invaded with a rude embrace, 
Shriek out for aid, confuſion fills the place, 
Quick to redeem their prey their plighted lords 
dance, the palace gleams with ſhining — 
But late is all defence, and ſuccour vain ; 
The 2 rape is made, the raviſhers remain; 
Two wary flaves were only fent before 
To boar ihe purchas'd prize in ſaſety to the ſhore : 
ihe troop retires, the lovers cloſe the rear, 


* 


un forward faces not confeſſing fear; 
Backward they move, but ſcorn their pace to mend; 
hen f: 2k the ftairs, and with flow haſte deſcend. 
Fierce Paſimond, their paſſage to prevent, 
* fall on Cymon's back in his deſcent; 

e blade return'd unbath'd, and to the handle bent. 


| — 


dan y mon ſoon remounts, and cleſt in two 

IIis rival's head with one deſcending blow; 

And as the noxt in rank Ormilda flood, 

Ile turn'd the point; che fword, inuc'd to blood, 
Bor'd his unguarded breall, v nich po.ir'd a purple flood. 
\\ith vow'd revenge, he gath'ring rod purſues 3 
The ravihers turn head, the ug'it rents ; 

| The 
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The hall is heap'd wich corps; the ſprinkled gore 
Beſmears the walls, and lloats the marble floor. 
Diſpers'd at length the drunken ſquadron flies, 
The victors to their veſſel bear the prize; 


And hear behind loud groans and lamentable cries. 


The crew with merry ſhouts their anchors weigh, 
Then ply their oars, and bruſh the buxom ſea, 
While troops of gather'd Rhodiaus crowd the key. 
What ſhould the people do when left alone? 

The governor and government are gone. 

The public wealth to foreign parts convey's ; 
Some troops diſbanded, and the reſt unpaid. 
F.hedes is the ſov*reign of the ſea no»more ; 


| Their ſhips unrigg'd, and ſpent their naval flore; 


Ticy neither could defend, nor can purſue, 
But grinn'd their teeth, and caſt a helpleſs view : : 
In vain with darts a diſtant war they try, 
Short, and more ſhort, the miſſive weapons fly. 
Meanwhile the raviſhers their crimes enjoy, 
An: flying ſails and ſweeping oars employ : 
The cliſls of Rhodes in little ſpace are loſt ; 
| Jove's iſle they ſeek, nor Jove denies lus coaſt. 
In ſafety landed on the Candian ſhore, | 
Wit! gen'rous wines their ſpirits they reſtore; | 
There Cymon with his Rhodian friends relides, 
Both court and wed at once the willing brides. 
A war enſues, the Cretans own their cauſe, 
Stiſf to defend their hoipiiable laws; | 


| 
| 
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Both part es loſe by turns, and neither wins, 
Till peace propounded by a truce begins. 
The kindred of the flain forgive the deed, 

But a ſhort exile muſt for ſhow precede ; 
The term expir'd, from Candia they retwove 3 - 
And happy each at home enjoys his love, K 

By Dr. YUNG. | 


ORTH, conſcious worth! thouid abſolutely reign; 
And other joys alk leave for their approach; 
Nor, unexamin'd, «ever leave obtain. | 

Thou art all anarchy ; a mob of joys 

Wage war, and periſh in inteſline broils ; 

Not the leaſt promiſe of eternal peace! 


No boſom- comfort, or unborrow d blies! 

Thy thoughts are vagabonds ; all outward bound, 

Mid ſands, and rocks, and ſtorms, to cruize for pleaſure; 4 
If gain'd, dear bought; and better miſs'd than gain'd, 


Much pain muff expiate what much pain procur d. ; 


Fancy and ſenſe, from an infected ſhore, | f | 
Thy cargo bring; and pellilence che prize. | | | 


Then ſuch thy thirſt (inſatiable thirſt ! 
By fond indulgence but inflan'd the more ) 
Fancy Ri! cruizes When poor ſenſe is tir'd, 


. 


N E G R O BO Y, 


1 By Mr. SAMWELL. 


An African Prince, lately arrived in England, having 
been aſked what he had given for his watch ? anſwered, 
what I will never give again.— I gave a fine boy for it. 
gn; — — 2 —ͤ— 
e 
= HEN avarice enflaves the mind, 

V And felfiſh views alone bear ſway, 

Man turns a ſavage to his kind, 

And blood and rapine mark his way. 
Alas! for this poor ſimple toy, 

I fold a blooming Negro Boy. 

| 5 II. 

| His father's hope, his mother's pride, 
Tho'black, yet comely to the view, 

I tore him helpleſs from their fide, | 

| And gave him to a rufhan crew.— 
To fiends, that Afric's coaſt annoy, 
I fold the blooming Negro Boy. 


ves 


1 
III. | 
From country, friends, and parents torn, 
His tender limbs in chains confin'd, 
I faw him o'er the billows borne, 
And mark'd his agony of mind. 
But ſtill to gain this ſimple toy, 
I gave away the Negro Boy. 
| Iv. 
In iſles that deck the weſtern wave, 
I doom'd the hapleſs youth to dwell, 
A poor, forlorn, inſulted ſlave, 
A beaſt that chriſtians buy and fell ; 
And in their cruel taſks employ, | 
The much enduring Negro Boy. 
V. 


His wretched parents long mall mourn, _ 


Shall long explore the diſtant main, 
In hope to ſee the youth return, 
But all their hopes and ſighs are vain, 
They never thall the fight enjoy 
Of their lamented Negro Boy. 
Beneath a tyrant's hacſh command 
He wears away his youthful prime, 
Far diſtant from his native land, 


A llranger a foreign eli me. 


l 

No pleaſing thoughts his mind employ, 

| A poor, dejetted Negro Boy. 

VII. 

But He who walks upon the wind, 
W hoſe voice in thunder's heard on high, 

Whodoth the raging tempelt bind, 

Or wing the lightning through the ſky ; 
In his own time will ſure deſtroy, 


VIRTUE AND EVIL, 

By JOHN MILTON. 

HB Vis may be aſſail'd, but never hurt, 

5 Surpris d by unjuſt force, but not enthrall'd ; 

|. Vea even that which miſchief meant moſt harm, 
Shall in the happy trial prove moſt glory; 

But evil on itſelf ſhall back recoil, , 

And mix no more with goodneſs, when at laſt 

_ Gather'd like ſcum, and ſettled to itſelf, 

It ſhall be in eternal reſtleſs change 

Self-fed, and ſelf conſumed : if this fail, 

The pillar'd firmament is rottenneſs, 

| And earth's baſe built on ſtubble. 


To Mr. Skinner, Surgeon of the Amphion, who, while 
lying at Spithead, during the Spaniſh Armament in 


the Year 1790, defired me to anſwer one of his 
Letters in Verſe, T5 


By Mr. SAMWELL. 


YON of Apollo, held in double fee, 
In right of phy ſic and of poeſy, 
Why at this hoſtile, unpoetic time. | 
Inſtead of reaſon, do you aſk for rhyme g 'Þ 
Verſe at Spithead, where Britain's thunders float, 

Will not be deem'd by parſons worth a groat“, : 
And ſhew me one of phy ſic's ſapient throng, 
Who'd not prefer his two- pence to a ſong, 
Who'd not prefer the care of other fire, 
To that which animates the Rluſe's lyre. 


Will Surgeon's Mate, when fever runs ſiniſter, 

| Twinge with remorſe, a patient's head to bliſter, 

Or feel his heart grow ſofter than the Mewilonef, SD | a 

When failors ſing. © dear doctor no more blue- lone p. | 
Altho' the Muſe ſhould ſoar to Pindus' heights, | 

Would Purfers liften and increaſe their weights, 


Or 


* Chaplains 7 men 7 war, have fourpence a moννν 
from each Wan, an, Surgeons t oence. | 
+F Mewſtone, a roch near Plyniout h. 
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Or would a ſailor, unpoetic dog, 
Give ear a moment when they ſerve out grog ? 
Will the ſhip's Butcher, ſtuck by muſic, weep. 
And heſitate to kill the gun-room ſheep, 


Or fay would you, to fave his foul from grici, 
Inſtead of mutton, dine on Iriſh beef? 


No——tho'Amphion ſtruck the deep-ton'd ſhell, 


| And Orpheus fiddled to the devil in hell. 


Then ſince the maids of Pindus fly afar 
From all the pomp and circumſtznce of war, 
Forgive a Cambrian Bard tho'he refule 
In theſe bold times to court the baſhful Muſc. 


|, You'll find when once the haughty Dons we meet, 
There's rhyme and reaſon in the Britiſh Fleet. 


Should you once more with ſcience in your hand, 


| Viſit our attic ſtories in the Strand, 
My Muſe again ſhall fing both loud and clear 


Another Ode “ againſt another year. 
For the Reviewers, tho I wrote in haſte | 
— my Ode——ans I approve them alle. 


* Alluing to an Ode on the Ne w Year, publifled 222 . 
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Vos ſapere, et ſolos aio bene vivere, quorum 
Conſpicitur nitidus fundata pecunia villis. HORAC r. 


HE wealthy cit, grown old in trade, 
Now wiſhes for the rural ſhade, 
And buckles to his one-horſe chair 
Old Dobbin, or the founder'd mare; 
While, wedg'd in cloſely by his ſide, 
Sits Madam, his unwieldy bride, 
Wich Jacky on a ſtool before em, 
And out they jog in due decorum. 
Scarce paſt the turnpike half a mile, 
© How all the country ſeems to ſmile !? 
And as they flowly jog together, 
The cit commends the road and weather ; 
While Madam doats upon the trees, 
And longs for ev'ry houſe ſhe ſees 3 
Admires its views, its ſituation, 
And thus ſhe opens her oration : 
What ſigniſies the loads of wealth, 
Without that richelt jewel, health? 


Excuſe 


0 
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© Excuſe the fondnefs of a wife, 
s Whodoats upon your precious life! 
© Such ceaſclefs toil, ſuch conſtant care, 
© Is more than human ſtrength can bear: 
One may obſerve it in your face. 
Indeed, my dear, you break apace; 
© And nothing can your health repair, 
But exerciſe, and country air, 
Sir Traffick has a houſe, you know, 


About a mile from Chency-row : 
He's a good man, indeed, tis true; 


But not ſo warm, my dear, as yon: 


And folks are always apt to ſneer 
One would not be out-done, my dear!” 


Sir Traflick's name, ſo well applied, 


| Awak'd his brother merchant's pride ; 


And 'Thriſiy, who had all his life 


Paid utmoſt deference to his wife, 


Confeſs'd her arguments had reaſon ; 
And by tli' approaching ſummer ſeaſon 
Draws a few hundreds from the flocks, 
And purchaſes his Country Box. 
Some three or four miles out of town 
(An hour's ride will bring you down) 
He fixes on his choice abode, 
Not half a furlong from the road; 


And ſo convenient does it lay, 


The ſtages paſs it ev'ry day: 
| Ex 


And 
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And then ſo ſnug, ſo mighty pretty, 
To have a houſe fo near the city ! 
Take but your places at the Boar, 
You're ſet down at the very door. 
Well then, ſuppoſe them 5ix'd at laſt, 


- White-waſhing, painting, ſcrubbing paſt 3 


Hugging theinſelves in eaſe and clover, 

Wich all the fuſs of moving over: 

Lo, a new heap of whimsare bred, 

And wanton in my lady's head ! 
Well; to. be ſure, it muſt be own'd, 

© Tt is a charming ſpot of ground; 

< So ſueet a diſtance for a ride, 

And all about fo countryhed ; 

« *Twould come but to a trifling price 

To make it quite a paradiſe! 

I cannot bear thoſe naſty rails, 

© Thoſe ugly, broken, mouldy pales : 

« Suppoſe, my dear, inſtead of theſe, 

© We build a railing all Chineſe ; 

© Altho'one hates to be expos'd, 

4 *Tis diſmal to be thus inclos'd d: 

© One hardly any object ſees— 

© I wiſh you'd fell theſe odious trees. 

Objects continual paſſing by, 

Were ſomething to amuſe the eye; 

But to be pent Within the walls, 

One miglit as well be at St, Paul's. 


Our 
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Was there a level lawn before, 

+ Nothing its views to incommode, 
Hut quite laid open to the road; 
While e ry traveller, in amaze, 
Should on our little manſion gaze; 
And pointing to the choice retreat, 
Cry, © That's Sir Thrifty's country - ſeat!? 
No doubt her arguments prevail, 


For Madam's ras r E can never fail. 


Bleſt age! when all men may procure 

The title of a connoi ſſeur; 

When noble and ignoble herd 

Are govern'd by a ſingle word; 

Tho', like the royal German dames, 

It bears an hundred Chriſtian names 
As Genius, Fancy, Judgment, Gout, 
1 Whim, Caprice, Je ne ſcai quoi, Virtu: 

Which appellations all deſcribe 

Tas rE, and the modern taſteful tribe. 
Nou bricklayers, carpenters, and joiners, 
By With Chineſe artiſts and deſigners. ” 
| Produce their ſchemes of alteration, 
| To work this wond”rous re formation. 
: The uſcful dome, which ſecret ſtood, 
Emboſom'd in the yew tree's wood, 
The traveller with amazement ſees 
a Gothic or Chineſe, . 
3 | Ea With 
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With many a bell and tawdry rag on, 
And creſted with a ſprawling dragon ; 
A wooden arch is bent aſtride 
A ditch of water, four feet wide, 
Wich angles, curves, and zig-zag lines, 
From Halfpenny's exaft defigns : 
In front a level lawn is ſcen, 
| Without a ſhrub upon the green; 
Where Taſte would want its firſt great law, 
But for the ſkulking, fly ha-haz 
By whoſe miraculous aſhſtance 
You gain a proſpett two fields diſtance. 
And now from Hyde-park Corner come 
The gods of Athens and of Rome. 


Here ſquabby Cupids take their places, 


Wich Venus, and the clumfy Graces 3 | 


Apollo there, with aim ſoclever, 

And there, without the pow 'r to fly, 
Stands fix'd a tip- toe Mercury. 

The villa thus completely grac'd, 

All own, that Thrifiy has a taſte ; 

And Madam's female friends and couſins, 

With common- council men, by dozens, 

Flock ev'ry Sunday to the ſeat, 

To flare about them, and to cat. 


ON VISITING THE GRAVE OF STERNE, 


IN COMPANY WITH A WELSH BARD, 


Mr. Edward Williams. 


By Mr. SAMWELL. 
1. 
Nn facred awe, with kind concern, 
| We view the ipot where Vorick lies, 
Here Friendſhip ſtill ſhall viſit Sterne, 
And tears ſhall fill affeQion's eyes. 
| | 
Silent upon thy grave we ſtand, 
And muſe upon the duſt beneath 
The faireſt flower from Nature's hand, 
Now withering in the ſhade of death. 
III. 
When evening dews thy turf ſo green, 
Humanity, with gentle tread, | 
And bright-ey'd genius oft are ſeen 
Weeying beſide thy earthy bed. 
| Thoſe dear companions of thy way, 
 Aliko* from death they could not ſave, 
Yet here their vows they duly pay, 
And bid remembrance haunt thy grave. 


Maria's 
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—— 
Vs 
| Maria's ſhade, with pious care, 
By Cynchia's light ſhall hither come, 
And waich the ſpring, with fingers fair, 
Decking with flowers thy ſimple tomb. 
VI. p 
While there, with pilgrim ſlep, ſhall tray 
Around thy place of endleſs rel; E 
We check the fond complaint, and fay, 1 ( 
Sure thou art number d with the bleſt. 
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By JOHN MILTON. 
———QPIRITS when they pleaſe 

Can either ſex aſſume, or both; ſo ſoft 
And uncompounded is their eſſence pure; 

Nor tied or manacled with joint or limb, 

Nor founded on the brittle ſtrength of bones, 
Like cumbrous fleſh ; but in what ſhape they chooſe, 
Dilated or condens'd, bright or obſcure, 

Can execute their airy purpoſes, 

And works of love or enmity fulkil, 


THE 


THE 


FIRST of APRIL. 


— — — 


* THOMAS WARTON. . 


WIrn dalliance rude young . woos 
Coy May. Full oft with kind excuſe 
The boiſt'rous boy the Fair denies, 
Or with a ſcornful ſmile complics. | 
Mindful of diſaſter paſt, | o 
And ſhrinking at the nocthern blaſt, 
The fleccy florm returning ſtill, 
The morning hoar and ev'ning chill; 
Reluctant comes the timid Spring. 
Scarce a bee, with airy ring, 
Murmurs the bloſſom'd boughs around, 
| That clothe the garden's ſouthern bound: 
Scarce a ſickly ſtraggling flow'r 
Decks the rough caſtle's rifted tow'r : | 
| Scarce the hardy primroſe peeps 
From the dark dell's entangled flceps : 
O'er the field of waving broom 
Slowly ſhoots the golden bloom: 
And, but by fits, the furze · clad dale 
Tinctures the tranſitory gale: 


While 


I 

While from the ſhrubb'ry's naked maze, 

Where the vegetable blaze 

Of Flora's brighteſt *broidery ſhone, 
Ev*ry checquer'd charm is flown ; 

Save that the lilac hangs to view 
Its burſting gems in cluſters blue. 

Scant along the ridgy land 


Their beans their new-born ranks expand : 


The freſh-turn'd foil with tender blades 
Thinly the ſprouting bartey ſhades : 

| Fringing the foreſt's devious edge, 

Half r$b'd appears the hawthorn hedge : 

Or to the diſtant eye difplays 

Weakly green its budding ſprays. 
The ſwallow, for a moment ſeen, 
Skims in haſte the village green: 

The ſcreaming plovers idly ſpring : 

The butterfly, gay-painted ſoon, 

Explores awhile the tepid noon, 

And fondly truſts its tender dies 

To fickle ſuns and flatt'ring ſł ies. 


Fraught with a tranſient, frozen ſhow'r, 


If a cloud ſhould haply lowr, 

| Sailing o'er the landſcape dark, 
Mute on a ſudden is the lark ; 
But when gleams the ſun again 
O'er the pearl-beſprinkled plain, 


9 ] 

And from behind his wat'ry veil 
She mounts, and, leſſ'ning to the fight, 
Salutes the blythe return of light, 
And high her tuneful track purſues 
Mid the dim rainbowꝰs ſcatter'd hues. 

Where in vencrable rows 
The moat of yonder antique hall, 
Swarm the rooks with clamorous call; 
And, to the toil of nature true, 5 
Wreath their capacious neſts ane w. 
Muſing through the lawny park, 
The lonely poet loves to mark 
Ho various greens in faint degrees 
While, careleſs of the changing year, 
The pine Cerulean, never fear, 
Towers diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt, 
And proudly vaunts her winter veſt. 

Within ſome whiſpering oſier iſle, 
Where Glym's low banks negletted ſmile ; 
And each trim meadow ſtill retains 
The wint'ry torrent's oozy ſtains : 
Beneath a willow, long forſook, 
The fiſher ſeeks his cuſtom'd nook ; 
And burſting thro' the crackling ſedge 
That crowns the current's cavern'd edge, 
He ſtarties from the bordering wood 
The baſhful wild-duck's early brood. 


[ 5 ] 

O'er the broad downs, a novel race, 
Friſk the lambs, with faltering pace, 
The fofs that ſkirts the beacon'd hill. 
| To lordly man's uſurping yoke, 

The bounding colt forgets to play: 
And ftretch'd among the daiſies pride 
Of a green dingle's ſloping fide : 
Her boundleſs length of level meads, 
In looſe luxuriance taught to ftray 
With filver veins the vale, or paſs 

Yet, in theſe preſages rude, 
Midft her penſive ſolitude, 
Fancy, with prophetic glance, 

Sees the teeming months advance; 
The dappled flope, the tedded hay ; 
Sees the reddening orchard blow, 
The harveſt wave, the vintage flow ; 
Of thouſand hues o'er all the globe ; 
Sees Ceres graſp her crown of corn, 
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